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INTRODUCTION

Herev—a story which Mrs. Gaskell used to say she
thought one of the best of all English novels—is remark-
able as a piece of admirable writing. There is an extra-
ordinary grip of life in its pages, a brilliant description of
some of the best society in England, a deliberate vivacity ;
if one may so speak, age had not dimmed the author’s
brightness of intellect nor divided her from the interests
of the generations which had followed upon her own.
When Miss Edgeworth was getting to be quite an old
woman, long after her father's death, after ten years
of silence she once more began to write a novel. It was
partly to distract herself from another sorrow, the death
of her brother William, a charming and promising young
man who was a victim to consumption, as so many of his
family had been before him.

William died in 1829. ‘I would have written to prepare
you for the shock,’ says Miss Edgeworth in a touching
letter to her kind friend, Mr. Strutt—*‘a shock I know it
was to your kind heart, which has loved father and son
and all his family many a long and many a happy year;
but years must grow sad even to the most cheerful tempers
as friends drop off. What is there left in this world? I
was going to say that had we had any warning ourselves
you should have heard from me, but it was so sudden,
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We read that the grief for her young brother’s loss told
upon her own health. She was often confined to the sofa,
and forbidden to use her pen; her idle fancy began once
more to weave romances, and so it was that she planned
the story of Helen and made her notes for it. The work
progressed slowly. As she herself recovered she was
absorbed in other work and daily preoccupation. There
were difficulties in Ireland then as now. Rents, repairs,
and tenants to be attended to. We are told that she
herself looked after all these: ‘the letting of the village
houses, the drains, gutters, and pathways, the employment
of the poor; in short, all the hundred and one duties that
devolve upon the steward of landed property.” She went
straight from the rent-book to her little desk and to the
MS. of Helen. ‘And yet,” says her stepmother, ‘she never
wrote fiction with more life and spirit than when she had
been for some time with the hard realities of life,’ com-
bining, as she says herself, with all these practical and
necessary occupations, ‘thinking three hours a day of
Helen to what purpose I dare not say’ One of her
sisters, Mrs. Butler, specially encouraged her to go on at
a time when she had nearly thrust the work aside in
despair. ‘I am afraid you will be tired of Helen before
you become acquainted with her,’ she writes.

In 1832 Miss Edgeworth was still at work upon the
book which was at last approaching completion ; her only
complaint was that she could never do in any day as much
as she intended. It had taken her four years to finish the
story. Miss Edgeworth had so long accustomed herself to
depend on her father’s judgment that she dreaded the
attempt, which she was urged by her friends to make.
‘The doubts with which she wrote had given her less desire
to concentrate her energy,’ says her stepmother. There is
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not altogether by rote; absence does not divide their
constant hearts. How pretty are the opening lines of the
book, and how well this overture suggests the story that
is to come.

‘¢ There is Helen in the Lime Walk,’ said Mrs. Colling-
wood to her husband as she looked out of the window.
The slight figure of a young person in deep mourning
appeared between the trees. ‘¢How slowly she walks! she
looks very unhappy.’

“¢Yes,” said Mr. Collingwood with a sigh, ‘she is young
to know sorrow and to struggle with difficulties to which
she is quite unsuited, both by nature and by education,
difficulties which no one could ever have foreseen. How
changed are all her prospects.’

‘¢ Changed indeed,’ said Mrs. Collingwood, pretty young
creature. Do you remember how gay she was when first
we came to Cecilhurst?’”

A kindly critic, who has inherited from her mother a
love for Miss Edgeworth’s writings, asserts that she knows
a case in which a conscientious young reader of Helen
followed this heroine’s example, and refused a young man
before he had actually proposed to her.

Mrs. S. C. Hall’s description of Miss Edgeworth in the
latter years of her life is so vivid and characteristic that I can-
not do better than quote it here, as, not without some regret,
1 draw to the close of my little series of introductions :—

In person she was very small,—smaller than Hannah More,
and with more than Hannah More’s vivacity of manners ;
her face was pale and thin, her features irregular, they may
have been considered plain even in youth, but her expression
was so benevolent, her manners so entirely well bred, partaking
of English dignity and Irish frankness, that you never thought
of her in reference either to plainness or beauty—she was all in
all ; she occupied, without fatiguing, the attention, charmed by
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her pleasant voice, while the earnestness and truth that beamed
in her bright blue—very blue—eyes made of value every word
she uttered. Her words were always well chosen, her manner
of expression was graceful and natural, her sentences were
frequently epigrammatical.—Extract from the A7Z Journal.
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HELEN

CHAPTER I

¢ THERE is Helen in the lime-walk,’ said Mrs. Collingwood to
her husband, as she looked out of the window. The slight
figure of a young person in deep mourning appeared between
the trees. ¢How slowly she walks! She looks very un-
happy I’

‘Yes, said Mr. Collingwood, with a sigh, ¢she is young
to know sorrow, and to struggle with difficulties to which she
is quite unsuited both by nature and by education, difficulties
which no one could ever have foreseen. How changed are all
her prospects !’

¢Changed indeed !’ said Mrs. Collingwood, ¢pretty young
creature! Do you recollect how gay she was when first we
came to Cecilhurst ? and even last year, when she had hopes
of her uncle’s recovery, and when he talked of taking her to
London, how she enjoyed the thoughts of going there! The
world was bright before her then. How cruel of that uncle,
with all his fondness for her, never to think what was to
become of her the moment he was dead: to breed her up as
an heiress, and leave her a beggar!’

¢ But what is to be done, my dear ?’ said her husband.

¢I am sure I do not know; I can only feel for her, you
must think for her.

¢ Then I think I must tell her directly of the state in which
her uncle’s affairs are left, and that there is no provision for
her.

‘Not yet, my dear,’ said Mrs. Collingwood : ¢I don’t mean

+ about there being no provision for herself, that would not
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affections centred, accompanied him to Florence. There his
health and spirits seemed at first, by the change of climate, to
be renovated; but in Italy he found fresh temptations to
extravagance, his learning and his fancy combined to lead him
on from day to day to new expense, and he satisfied his con-
science by saying to himself that all the purchases which he
now made were only so much capital, which would, when sold
in England, bring more than their original price, and would,
he flattered himself, increase the fortune he intended for his
niece. But one day, while he was actually bargaining for an
antique, he was seized with a fit of apoplexy. From this fit
he recovered, and was able to return to England with his
niece. Here he found his debts and difficulties had been in-
creasing ; he was harassed with doubts as to the monied value
of his last-chosen chef-d’ceuvres; his mind preyed upon his
weakened frame, he was seized with another fit, lost his speech,
and, after struggles the most melancholy for Helen to see,
conscious as she was that she could do nothing for him, he
expired—his eyes fixed on her face, and his powerless hand
held between both hers.

All was desolation and dismay at the deanery; Helen was
removed to the vicarage by the kindness of the good vicar and
his wife, Mr. and Mrs. Collingwood.

It was found that the Dean, instead of leaving a large for-
tune, had nothing to leave. All he had laid out at the deanery
was sunk and gone; his real property all sold ; his imaginary
wealth, his pictures, statues—his whole collection, even his
books, his immense library, shrunk so much in value when
estimated after his death, that the demands of the creditors
could not be nearly answered : as to any provision for Miss
Stanley, that was out of the question.

These were the circumstances which Mrs. Collingwood
feared to reveal, and which Mr. Collingwood thought should
be told immediately to Helen ; but hitherto she had been so
much absorbed in sorrow for the uncle she had loved, that no
one had ventured on the task.

Though Mr. and Mrs. Collingwood had not knawn her long
(for they had but lately come to the neighbourhood), they had
the greatest sympathy for her orphan state; and they had
seen enough of her during her uncle’s illness to make them
warmly attached to her. Everybody loved her that knew her,
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ordered to India, and was obliged to return a sum of money
which the Dean had many years before placed in his hands, to
secure a provision for his niece Miss Stanley.

This letter had arrived when the Dean was extremely ill.
Helen had been afraid to give it to him, and yet thought it
right to do so. The moment her uncle had read the letter,
which he was still able to do, and to comprehend, though he
was unable to speak, he wrote on the back with difficulty,
in a sadly trembling hand, yet quite distinctly, these words :—
¢ That money is yours, Helen Stanley: no one has any claim
upon it. When I am gone consult Mr. Collingwood ; consider
him as your guardian.’

Mr. Collingwood perceived that this provision had been
made by the Dean for his niece before he had contracted his
present debts—many years before, when he had sold his
paternal estate—and that, knowing his own disposition to extra-
vagance, he had put this sum out of his own power.

¢Right—all right, my dear Miss Stanley,’ said the vicar;
‘I am very glad—it is all justly yours.’

¢No,’ said Helen, ¢I shall never touch it: take it, my dear
Mr. Collingwood, take it, and pay all the debts before any one
can complain.’

Mr. Collingwood pressed her to him without speaking ; but
after a moment’s recollection he replied—¢No, no, my dear
child, I cannot let you do this: as your guardian, I cannot
allow such a young creature as you are, in a moment of
feeling, thus to give away your whole earthly fortune—it must
not be.’

¢ It must, indeed it must, my dear sir. Oh, pay everybody
at once—directly.’

¢No, not directly, at all events,” said Mr. Collingwood—
¢ certainly not directly : the law allows a year.’

¢But if the money is ready,’ said Helen, ‘I cannot under-
stand why the debt should not be paid at once. Is there any
law against paying people immediately ?’

Mr. Collingwood half smiled, and on the strength of that
half smile Helen concluded that he wholly yielded. ¢ Yes,
do,’ cried she, ¢send this money this instant to Mr. James, the
solicitor : he knows all about it, you say, and he will see
everybody paid.’

¢Stay, my dear Miss Stanley,’ said the vicar; ‘I cannot
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consent to this, and you should be thankful that I am steady.
If I were at this minute to consent, and to do what you desire
—pay away your whole fortune, you would repent, and re-
proach me with my folly before the end of the year—before
$ix months were over.’

¢ Never, never,’ said Helen.

Mrs. Collingwood strongly took her husband’s side of the
question. Helen could have no idea, she said, how necessary
money would be to her. It was quite absurd to think of living
upon air ; could Miss Stanley think she was to go on in this
world without money ?

Helen said she was not so absurd; she reminded Mrs.
Collingwood that she should still have what had been her
mother’s fortune. Before Helen had well got out the words,
Mrs. Collingwood replied—

¢ That will never do, you will never be able to live upon
that; the interest of Lady Anne Stanley’s fortune, I know
what it was, would just do for pocket-money for you in the
style of life for which you have been educated. Some of your
uncle’s great friends will, of course, invite you presently, and
then you will find what is requisite with that set of people.’

¢‘Some of my uncle’s friends perhaps will, said Helen;
¢but I am not obliged to go to great or fine people, and if 1
cannot afford it I will not, for I can live independently on
what I have, be it ever so little.’

Mrs. Collingwood allowed that if Helen were to live always
in the country in retirement, she might do upon her mother's
fortune.

¢Wherever I live—whatever becomes of me, the debts
must be paid—-I will do it myself’; and she took up ‘a pen
as she spoke—¢I will write to Mr. James by this day’s post.’

Surprised at her decision of manner and the firmness of one
in general so gentle, yielding, and retired, and feeling that he
had no legal power to resist, Mr. Collingwood at last gave way,
so far as to agree that he would in due time use this money in
satisfying her uncle’s creditors ; provided ske lived for the next
six months within her income.

Helen smiled, as if that were a needless proviso.

‘I wamn you,’ continued Mr. Collingwood, ¢that you will
most probably find before six months are over that you will
want some of this money to pay-debts of your own.
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Stanley as soon as possible ; and some who were ¢ very anxious
indeed’ to have their dear Helen with them; but when or
where never specified—and a general invitation, as everybody
knows, means nothing but ¢ Good moming to you.’

¢ Mrs. Coldstream ends with, “I forbear to say more at
present,” without giving any reason.’

¢ And here is the Dean’s dear duchess, always in the greatest
haste, with “You know my heart,” in a parenthesis, * ever and
ever most sincerely and affec’—yours.””’

¢And the Davenants,” continued Mrs. Collingwood, .who
were such near neighbours, and who were so kind to the Dean
at Florence ; they have not even written !’

¢But they are at Florence still, said Mr. Collingwood ;
¢ they can hardly have heard of the poor Dean’s death.’

The Davenants were the great people of this part of the
country ; their place, Cecilhurst, was close to the deanery and
to the vicarage, but they were not known to the Collingwoods,
who had come to Cecilhurst during the Dean’s absence abroad.

¢And here is Mrs. Wilmot too,’ continued Mrs. Colling-
wood, ‘wondering, as usual, at everybody else: wondering
that Lady Barker has not invited Miss Stanley to Castleport ;
and it never enters into Mrs. Wilmot’s head that she might
invite her to Wilmot’s Fort. And this is friendship, as the
world goes !’

¢And as it has been ever since the beginning of the world,
and will be to the end,’ replied Mr. Collingwood. ¢Only I
thought in Dean Stanley’s case—however, I am glad his niece
does not see it as we do.’

No—with all Helen’s natural quickness of sensibility, she
suspected nothing, saw nothing in each excuse but what was
perfectly reasonable and kind ; she was sure that her uncle’s
friends could not mean to neglect her. In short, she had an
undoubting belief in those she loved, and she loved all those
who she thought had loved her uncle, or who had ever shown
her kindness. Helen had never yet experienced neglect or
detected insincerity, and nothing in her own true and warm
heart could suggest the possibility of double-dealing, or even
of coldness in friendship. She had yet to learn that

No after-friendship €’er can raze
Th’ endearments of our early days,
And ne’er the heart such fondness prove,
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As when it first began to love ;
Ere lovely nature is expelled,
And friendship is romantic held.
But prudence comes with hundred eyes,
The veil is rent, the vision flies,
The dear illusions will not last,
The era of enchantment’s past :
The wild romance of life is done,
The real history begun !

CHAPTER 1I

SOME time after this, Mr. Collingwood, rising from the break-
fast-table, threw down the day’s paper, saying there was
nothing in it; Mrs. Collingwood glancing her eye over it
exclaimed—

¢Do you call this nothing? Helen, hear this!

¢¢Marriage in high life.—At the Ambassador’s chapel, Paris,
on the 16th instant, General Clarendon to Lady Cecilia
Davenant, only daughter of Earl and Countess Davenant.”’

¢ Married! absolutely married!’ exclaimed Helen: ‘I
knew it was to be, but so soon I did not expect. Ambassa-
dor's chapel—where did you say >—Paris? No, that must be
a mistake, they are all at Florence—settled there, I thought
their letters said.’

Mrs. Collingwood pointed to the paragraph, and Helen saw
it was certainly Paris—there could be no mistake. Here was
a full account of the marriage, and a list of all ‘the fashion-
ables who attended the fair bride to the hymeneal altar. Her
father gave her away.’

¢ Then certainly it is so,” said Helen ; and she came to the
joyful conclusion that they must all be on their way home :—
* Dear Lady Davenant coming to Cecilhurst again !’

Lady Cecilia, ‘the fair bride, had been Helen’s most in-
timate friend ; they had been when children much together,
for the deanery was so close to Cecilhurst that the shrubbery
opened into the park.

‘But is it not rather extraordinary, my dear Helen,’ said
Mrs. Collingwood, *that you should see this account of your
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dear Lady Cecilia’s marriage in the public papers only, without
having heard of it from any of your friends themselves—not
one letter, not one line from any of them ?’

A cloud came over Helen’s face, but it passed quickly, and
she was sure they had written—something had delayed their
letters. She was certain Lady Davenant or Lady Cecilia had
written ; or, if they had not, it was because they could not
possibly, in such a hurry, such agitation as they must have
been in. At all events, whether they had written or not, she
was certain they could not mean anything unkind ; she could
not change her opinion of her friend for a letter more or less.

¢Indeed !’ said Mrs. Collingwood ; ‘how long is it since
you have seen them ?’

¢About two years; just two years it is since I parted from
them at Florence.’

¢And you have corresponded with Lady Cecilia constantly
ever since ?’ asked Mrs, ‘Collingwood.

¢ Not constantly.’

¢Not constantly—oh !’ said Mrs. Collingwood, in a pro-
longed and somewhat sarcastic tone.

¢ Not constantly—so much the better,’ said her husband :
‘a constant correspondence is always a great burthen, and
moreover, sometimes a great evil, between young ladies especi-
ally—I hate the sight of ladies’ long cross-barred letters.’

Helen said that Lady Cecilia’s letters were never cross-barred,
always short and far between.

‘You seem wonderfully fond of Lady Cecilia,’ said Mrs.
Collingwood.

¢Not wonderfully,’ replied Helen, ‘but very fond, and no
wonder, we were bred up together. And,’ continued she, after
a little pause—¢and if Lady Cecilia had not been so generous
as she is, she might have been—she must have been, jealous
of the partiality, the fondness, which her mother always
showed me.’

‘But was not Lady Davenant’s heart large enough to hold
two ?’ asked Mrs. Collingwood. ¢Was not she fond of her
daughter ?’

¢Yes, as far as she knew her, but she did not know Lady
Cecilia.’

¢ Not know her own daughter !’ Mr. and Mrs. Collingwood
both at once exclaimed. ¢How could that possibly be ?’
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‘You did not feel afraid of her, then ?’

‘I do not say that,’ replied Helen; ¢yet it was not fear
exactly, it was more a sort of awe, but still I liked it. It is so
delightful to have something to look up to. I love Lady
Davenant all the better, even for that awe I felt of her.’

¢And I like you all the better for everything you feel,
think, and say about your friends,’ cried Mrs. Collingwood ;
‘but let us see what they will do; when I see whether they
can write, and what they write to you, I will tell you more of
my mind—if any letters come.’

¢If —!’ Helen repeated, but would say no more—and there
it rested, or at least stopped. By common consent the subject
was not recurred to for several days. Every morning at post-
time Helen’s colour rose with expectation, and then faded with
disappointment ; still, with the same confiding look, she said,
¢I am sure it is not their fault.’

¢ Time will show,’ said Mrs. Collingwood.

At length, one morning when she came down to breakfast,
¢ Triumph, my dear Helen!’ cried Mrs. Collingwood, holding
up two large letters, all scribbled over with ¢ Try this place and
try that, missent to Cross-keys—Over moor, and Heaven
knows where—and—no matter.’

Helen seized the packets and tore them open; one was
from Paris, written immediately after the news of Dean
Stanley’s death; it contained two letters, one from Lady
Davenant, the other from Lady Cecilia—F¢ written, only think !’
cried she, ‘how kind !—the very day before her marriage ;
signed ¢ Cecilia Davenant, for the last time,”—and Lady
Davenant, too—to think of me in all their happiness.’

She opened the other letters, written since their arrival in
England, she read eagerly on,—then stopped, and her looks
changed.

‘Lady Davenant is not coming to Cecilhurst. Lord
Davenant is to be sent ambassador to Petersburg, and Lady
Davenant will go along with him! Oh! there is an end of
everything, I shall never see her again! Stay—she is to be
first with Lady Cecilia at Clarendon Park, wherever that is,
for some time—she does not know how long—she hopes to
see me there—oh ! how kind, how delightful !’

Helen put Lady Davenant’s letter proudly into Mrs. Col-
lingwood’s hand, and eagerly opened Lady Cecilia’s.
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All delightful so far ; but now for her own reception. Her
breath grew quick and quicker as she came near and nearer to
the house. Some one was standing on the steps. Was it
General Clarendon? No; only a servant. The carriage
stopped, more servants appeared, and as Helen got out, a very
sublime-looking personage informed her that ¢Lady Cecilia
and the General were out riding—only in the park—would
be in immediately.’

And as she crossed the great hall, the same sublime person
informed her that there would be still an hour before dinner-
time, and inquired whether she would be pleased to be shown
to her own apartment, or to the library. Helen felt chilled
and disappointed, because this was not exactly the way she
had expected things would be upon her arrival. She had
pictured to herself Cecilia running to meet her in the hall.

‘Without answering the groom of the chambers, she asked,
¢Is Lady Davenant out too ?’

¢No; her ladyship is in the library.’

¢To the library then.’

And through the antechamber she passed rapidly, impatient
of a momentary stop of her conductor to open the folding-doors,
while a man, with a letter-box in hand, equally impatient,
begged that Lady Davenant might be told ‘the General’s
express was waiting.’

Lady Davenant was sealing letters in great haste for this
express, but when the door opened, and she saw Helen, she
threw wax and letter from her, and pushing aside the sofa-
table, came forward to receive her with open arms.

All was in an instant happy in Helen’s heart; but there
was the man of the letter-box : he must be attended to. ¢Beg
your pardon, Helen, my dear—one moment. Letters of con-
sequence—must not be delayed.’

By the time the letters were finished, before they were gone,
Lady Cecilia came in. The same as ever, with affectionate
delight in her eyes—her beautiful eyes. The same, yes, the
same Cecilia as ever; yet different : less of a girl, less lively,
but more happy. The moment she had embraced her, Lady
Cecilia turned quick to present General Clarendon, thinking he
had followed, but he had stopped in the hall.

¢Send off the letters,’ were the first words of his which
Helen heard. The tone commanding, the voice remarkably
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friends. This was a time of peculiar enjoyment to Helen:
she had leisure to grow happy in the feeling of reviving hopes
from old associations.

She did not forget her promise to write to Mrs. Colling-
wood ; nor afterwards (to her credit be it here marked)—
even when the house was full of company, and when, by
amusement or by feeling, she was most pressed for time—did
she ever omit to write to those excellent friends. Those who
best know the difficulty will best appreciate this proof of the
reality of her gratitude.

As Lady Cecilia was a great deal with her husband riding
or walking, Helen had opportunities of being much alone with
Lady Davenant, who now gave her a privilege that she had
enjoyed in former times at Cecilhurst, that of entering her
apartment in the morning at all hours without fear of being
considered an intruder.

The first morning, however, on seeing her ladyship immersed
in papers with a brow of care, deeply intent, Helen paused
on the threshold, ¢‘I am afraid I interrupt—I am afraid I
disturb you.’

¢Come in, Helen, come in,’ cried Lady Davenant, looking
up, and the face of care was cleared, and there was a radiance
of pleasure. ¢Interrupt—yes; disturb—no. Often in your
little life, Helen, you have interrupted—never disturbed me.
From the time you were a child till this moment, never did I
see you come into my room without pleasure.’

Then sweeping away heaps of papers, she made room for
Helen on the sofa beside her.

¢ Now tell me how things are with you—somewhat 1 have
heard reported of my friend the Dean’s affairs—tell me all.’

Helen told all as briefly as possible ; she hurried on through
her uncle’s affairs with a tremulous voice, and before she could
come to a conclusion Lady Davenant exclaimed—

‘I foresaw it long since: with all my friend’s virtues, all
his talents—but we will not go back upon the painful past.
You, my dear Helen, have done just what I should have
expected from you,—right ;—right, too, the condition Mr.
Collingwood has made-—very right. And now to the next
point :—where are you to live, Helen ? or rather with whom ?’

Helen was not quite sure yet; she said she had not quite
determined.
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Helen had hitherto seen Lady Davenant only with the eyes
of very early youth ; but now, after an absence of two years
—a great space in her existence—it seemed as if she looked
upon her with new eyes, and every hour made fresh discoveries
in her character. Contrary to what too often happens when
we again see and judge of those whom we have early known,
Lady Davenant’s character and abilities, instead of sinking
and diminishing, appeared to rise and enlarge, to expand and
be ennobled to Helen’s view. Strong lights and shades there
were, but these only excited and fixed her attention. Even her
defects—those inequalities of temper of which she had already
had some example, were interesting as evidences of the power
and warmth of her affections.

The books on the table were those which Lady Davenant
had had in her travelling carriage. They gave Helen an idea
of the range and variety of the reader's mind. Some of them
were presentation copies, as they are called, from several of
the first authors of our own and foreign countries; some
with dedications to Lady Davenant ; others with inscriptions
expressing respect or propitiating favour, or anxious for
judgment.

The portfolio contained letters whose very signatures would
have driven the first of modern autograph-collectors distracted
with joy—whose meanest scrap would make a scrap-book the
envy of the world.

But among the letters in this portfolio there were none of
those nauseous notes of compliment, none of those epistles
adulatory, degrading to those who write, and equally degrading
to those to whom they are written: letters which are, how-
ever cleverly turned, inexpressibly wearisome to all but the
parties concerned.

After opening and looking at the signature of several of
these letters, Helen sat in a delightful eméarras de richesse.
To read them all—all at once, was impossible ; with which to
begin she could not determine. One after another was laid
aside as too good to be read first, and after glancing at the
contents of each, she began to deal them round alphabetically
till she was struck by a passage in one of them—she looked to
the signature, it was unknown to fame—she read the whole,
it was striking and interesting. There were several letters
in the same band, and Helen was surprised to find them
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situation, age, and so forth; and perhaps it does not signify
much which it is, if the faults are fairly gone, and if there be
no danger of their returning : all our former misunderstandings
arose on Cecilia’s part from cowardice of character; on mine
from—no matter what—no matter which of us was most
wrong.’

¢ True, true,’ cried Helen eagerly ; and anxious to prevent
recurrence to painful recollections, she went on to ask rapidly
several questions about Cecilia’s marriage. .

Lady Davenant smiled, and promised that she should have
the whole history of the marriage in true gossip detail.

¢When I wrote to you, I gave you some general ideas on
the subject, but there are little things which could not well be
written, even to so safe a young friend as you are, for what is
written remains, and often for those by whom it was never
intended to be seen: the dessoux des cartes can seldom be
either safely or satisfactorily shown on paper; so give me my
embroidery-frame, I never can tell well without having some-
thing to do with my hands.’

And as Helen set the embroidery-frame, Lady Davenant
searched for some skeins of silk and silk winders.

¢ Take these, my dear, and wind this silk for me, for I must
have my hearer comfortably established, not like the agonised
listener in the World leamng against a table, with the corner
running into him all the time.’ :

CHAPTER IV

‘I MUST go back,’ continued Lady Davenant, ¢quite to the
dark ages, the time when I knew nothing of my daughter’s
character but by the accidental lights which you afforded me.
I will take up my story before the reformation, in the middle
ages, when you and your dear uncle left us at Florence ; about
two years ago, when Cecilia was in the height of her conquests,
about the time when a certain Colonel D’Aubigny flourished,
—you remember him ?’

Helen answered * Yes,’ in rather a constrained voice, which
caused Lady Davenant to look up, and on seeing that look of
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‘Now to return to Cecilia ; soon after, I will not say the
D’Aubigny era, but soon after you left us, I fell sick,—Cecilia
was excessively kind to me. In kindness her affectionate heart
never failed, and I felt this the more, from a consciousness
that I had been a little harsh to her. I recovered but slowly ;
I could not bear to have her confined so long in a sick-room,
and yet I did not much like either of the chaperons with whom
she went out, though they were both of rank, and of unim-
peachable character—the one English, one of the best women
in the world, but the most stupid ; the other a foreigner, one
of the most agreeable women in the world, but the most false.
I prevailed on Cecilia to break off that—I do not know what
to call it, friendship it was not—and my daughter and I drew
nearer togethér. Better times began to dawn ; but still there
was little sympathy between us: my mind was intent on Lord
Davenant’s interests, hers on amusement and admiration. Her
conquests were numerous, and she gloried in their number,
for, between you and me, Cecilia was, before the reformation,
not a little of a coquette. You will not allow it, you did not
see it, you did not go out with her, and being three or four
years younger, you could not be a very good critic of Cecilia’s
conduct ; and depend upon it I am right, she was not a little
of a coquette. She did not know, and I am sure I did not
know, that she had a heart, till she became acquainted with
General Clarendon.

¢The first time we met him,’—observing a quickening of
attention in Helen’s eyes, Lady Davenant smiled, and said,
‘Young ladies always like to hear of “the first time we saw
him.”—The first time we saw General Clarendon was—for-
give me the day of the month—in the gallery at Florence.
I forget how it happened that he had not been presented to
me—to Lord Davenant he must have been. But so it was,
and it was new to Cecilia to see a man of his appearance who
had not on his first arrival shown himself ambitious to be made
known to her. He was admiring a beautiful Magdalene, and
he was standing with his back towards us. I recollect that
his appearance when I saw him as a stranger—the time when
one can best judge of appearance—struck me as that of a dis-
tinguished person; but little did I think that there stood
Cecilia’s husband ! so little did my maternal instinct guide me.

¢ As we approached, he turned and gave one look at Cecilia ;
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did not immediately catch the meaning, or I believe hear
what the General said. Cecilia, unawares, answered for me,
and showed that she perfectly understood :—he bowed—she
blushed.

¢Man is usually quick-sighted to woman’s blushes. But our
General was not vain, only proud ; the blush he did not set
down to his own account, but very much to hers. It wasa
proof, he thought, of so much simplicity of heart, so unspoiled
by the world, so unlike—in short, so like the very woman he
had painted in his fancy, before he knew too much
Lady Cecilia was now a perfect angel. Not one word of all
this did he say, but it was understood quite as well as if it had
been spoken: his lips were firm compressed, and the whole
outer man composed —frigidly cold ;j—yet through all this
Cecilia saw—such is woman’s penetration in certain cases—
Cecilia saw what must sooner or later happen. He, still proud
of his prudence, refrained from word, look, or sigh, resolved to
be impassive till his judgment should be perfectly satisfied.
At last this judgment was perfectly satisfied ; that is, he was
passionately in love—fairly ¢ caught,” my dear, “in the strong
toils of grace,” and he threw himself at Cecilia’s feet. She
was not quite so much surprised as he expected, but more
pleased than he had ventured to hope. There was that, how-
ever, in his proud humility, which told Cecilia there must be
no trifling.

He either fears his fate too much,
Or his deserts are small,

Who dare not put it to the touch,
To win or lose it all.

He put it to the test, and won it all. General Clarendon,
indeed, is a man likely to win and keep the love of woman, for
this, among other good reasons, that love and honour being
with him inseparable, the idol he adores must keep herself at
the height to which he has raised her, or cease to receive his
adoration. She must be no common vulgar idol for every
passing worshipper.’

As Lady Davenant paused, Helen looked up, hesitated,
and said, ‘I hope that General Clarendon is not disposed to
jealousy.’

¢No; he’s too proud to be jealous,’ replied Lady Davenant.

Are proud men never jealous ? thought Helen.
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to sympathise with Lady Davenant—one who, in general,
never spoke of herself, or unveiled her private feelings, even to
those who lived with her on terms of intimacy. Helen felt
responsible for the confidence granted to her thus upon credit,
and a strong ambition was excited in her mind to justify the
high opinion her superior friend had formed of her. She
determined to become all that she was believed to be; as the
flame of a taper suddenly rises towards what is held over it,
her spirit mounted to the point to which her friend pointed.

CHAPTER V

HELEN’s perfect happiness at Clarendon Park was not of long
duration. People who have not been by nature blessed or
cursed with dice feelings, or who have well rubbed off their
delicacy in roughing through the world, can be quite happy,
or at least happy enough, without ascertaining whether they are
really esteemed or liked by those with whom they live. Many,
and some of high degree, when well sheltered and fed, and
provided with all the necessaries, and surrounded by all the
luxuries of life, and with appearances tolerably well kept up
by outward manner, care little or nought about the inside
sentiments.

But Helen was neither of the case-hardened philosophic nor
the naturally obtuse-feeling class; she belonged to the over-
anxious. Surrounded at Clarendon Park with all the splendour
of life, and with the immediate expectation of seeing and being
seen by the first society in England; with the certainty also
of being tenderly loved and highly esteemed by two of the
persons she was living with, yet a doubt about the third began
to make her miserable. Whether General Clarendon really
liked her or not, was a question that hung upon her mind
sometimes as a dead weight; then vibrating backwards and
forwards, she often called to mind, and endeavoured to believe,
what Cecilia the first day told her, that this reserved manner
was natural to him with strangers, and would wear off. But
to her the icy coldness did not thaw. So she felt, or so she
fancied, and which it was she could not decide. She had
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Davenant laid down her pen, and told her all she knew. In
the first place, that Cecilia did not like Miss Clarendon, who,
though a very estimable person, had a sort of uncompromising
sincerity, joined with a érwusquerie of manner which Cecilia
could not endure. How her daughter had managed matters
to refuse the sister without offending the brother, Lady Dave-
nant said she did not know; that was Cecilia’s secret, and
probably it lay in her own charming manner of doing things,
aided by the whole affair having occurred a few days before
marriage, when nothing could be taken ill of the bride-elect.
¢The General, as Cecilia told me, desired that she would write
to invite you, Helen ; she did so, and I am very glad of it.
This is all I know of this mighty matter.’

But Helen could not endure the idea of being there,
contrary to the General’s wishes, in the place of the sister he
loved. Oh, how very, very unfortunate she was to have all
her hopes blighted, destroyed—and Cecilia’s kindness all in
vain, Dear, dear Cecilia !'—but for the whole world Helen
would not be so selfish—she would not run the hazard of mak-
ing mischief. She would never use her influence over Cecilia
in opposition to the Genmeral. Oh, how little he knew of her
character, if he thought it possible.

Helen had now come to tears. Then the keen sense of
injustice turned to indignation; and the tears wiped away,
and pride prevailing, colouring she exclaimed, ¢That she
knew what she ought to do, she knew what she would do—
she would not stay where the master of the house did not
wish for her. Orphan though she was, she could not accept
of protection or obligation from any human being who neither
liked nor esteemed her. She would shorten her visit at
Clarendon Park—make it as short as his heart could desire—
she would never be the cause of any disagreement— poor,
dear, kind Cecilia! She would write directly to Mrs. Colling-
wood.’

At the close of these last incoherent sentences, Helen was
awestruck by the absolute composed immovability and silence
of Lady Davenant. Helen stood rebuked before her.

¢ Instead of writing to Mrs. Collingwood, had not you better
go at once ?’ said her ladyship, speaking in a voice so calm,
and in a tone so slightly ironical, that it might have passed for
earnest on any but an acutely-feeling ear—¢Shall I ring, and
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¢ Nothing,’ said Lady Davenant.

¢ Nothing ! that is easy at least,’ said Helen, smiling.

¢No, not so easy as you imagine ; it requires sometimes no
small share of strength of mind.’

¢ Strength of mind !’ said Helen, ‘I am afraid I have not
any.’

¢ Acquire it then, my dear,’ said her friend.

¢But can I ?’

¢Certainly ; strength of mind, like strength of body, is
improved by exercise.’

<If I had any to begin with ? said Helen.

¢You have some, Helen, a great deal in one particular, else
why should I have any more regard for you, or more hope of
you, than of any other well-dressed, well-taught beauty, any of
the tribe of young ladies who pass before me without ever
fixing my mind’s eye for one moment ?’

¢But in what particular, my dear Lady Davenant, do you
mean ?’ said Helen, anxiously ; ¢I am afraid you are mistaken ;
in what do you think I ever showed strength of mind? Tell
me, and I will tell you the truth.’

¢ That you will, and there is the point that I mean. Ever
since I have known you, you have always, as at this moment,
coward as you are, been brave enough to speak the truth ; and
truth I believe to be the only real lasting foundation for
friendship ; in all but truth there is a principle of decay and
dissolution. Now good-bye, my dear ;—stay, one word more
—there is a line in some classic poet, which says ¢ the suspicion
of ill-will never fails to produce it.”—Remember this in your
intercourse with General Clarendon ; show no suspicion of his
bearing you ill-will, and to show none, you must feel none.
Put absolutely out of your head all that you may have heard
or imagined about Miss Clarendon, or her brother’s prejudices
on her account.’

¢I will—I will indeed,’ said Helen, and so they parted.

A few words have sometimes a material influence on events
in human life. Perhaps even among those who hold in general
that advice never does good, there is no individual who cannot
recollect some few words—some conversation which has altered
the future colour of their lives.

Helen’s over-anxiety concerning General Clarendon’s opinion
of her being now balanced by the higher interest Lady Dave-
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good neighbourhood, and there was much visiting, and many
entertainments.

One day at dinner, Helen was seated between the General
and a fine young guardsman, who, as far as his deep sense of
his own merit and his fashionable indifference to young ladies
would permit, had made some demonstrations of a desire to
attract her notice. He was piqued when, in the midst of some-
thing he had wonderfully exerted himself to say, he observed
that her attention was distracted by a gentleman opposite, who
had just returned from the Continent, and who, among other
pieces of news, marriages and deaths of English abroad,
mentioned that ¢ poor D’Aubigny’ was at last dead.

Helen looked first at Cecilia, who, as she saw, heard what
was said with perfect composure ; and then at Lady Davenant,
who had meantime glanced imperceptibly at her daughter, and
then upon Helen, whose eyes she met—and Helen coloured
merely from association, because she had coloured before—
provoking ! yet impossible to help it. All passed in less time
than it can be told, and Helen had left the guardsman in the
midst of his sentence, discomfited, and his eyes were now upon
her; and in confusion she turned from him, and there were
the General’s eyes ; but he was only inviting her to taste some
particular wine, which he thought she would like, and which
she willingly accepted, and praised, though she assuredly did
not know in the least what manner of taste it had. The
General now exerted himself to occupy the guardsman in a con-
versation about promotion, and drew all observation from Helen.
Yet not the slightest indication of having seen, heard, or
understood appeared in his countenance, not the least curiosity
or interest about Colonel D’Aubigny. Of one point Helen
was, however, intuitively certain, that he had roticed that con-
fusion which he had so ably, so coolly covered. One ingenuous
look from her thanked him, and his look in return was most
gratifying ; she could not tell how it was, but it appeared
more as if he understood and liked her than any look she had
ever seen from him before. They were both more at their
ease. Next day, he certainly justified all Cecilia’s former
assurances, by the urgency with which he desired to have her
of the riding-party. He put her on horseback himself, bade
the aide-de-camp ride on with Lady Cecilia—three several
times set the bridle right in Miss Stanley’s hand, assuring her
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Helen, desiring in the most kind manner that she would let
him know immediately and decidedly where and with whom
she intended to live; and there was a postscript from Mrs.
Collingwood full of affection, and doubts, and hopes, and fears.

The moment Helen had finished this letter, without seeming
to regard the inquiring looks of all present, and without once
looking towards any one else, she walked deliberately up to
General Clarendon, and begged to speak to him alone. Never
was general more surprised, but of course he was too much of
a general to let that appear. Without a word, he offered his
arm, and led her to his study ; he drew a chair towards her—

¢ No misfortune, I hope, Miss Stanley? If I can in any
way be of service !

¢The only service, General Clarendon,’ said Helen, her
manner becoming composed, and her voice steadying as she
went on—* the only service you can do me now is to tell me
the plain truth, and this will prevent what would certainly be a
misfortune to me—perhaps to all of us. Will you read this
letter ?’

He received it with an air of great interest, and again moved
the chair to her. Before she sat down, she added—

‘I am unused to the world, you see, General Clarendon.
I have been accustomed to live with one who always told me
his mind sincerely, so that I could judge always what I ought
to do. Will you do so now? It is the greatest service, as
well as favour, you can do me.’

¢ Depend upon it, I will, said General Clarendon.

¢1 should not ask youto tell me in words—that might be
painful to your politeness; only let me see it said Helen,
and she sat down,

The General read on without speaking, till he came to the
mention of Helen’s original promise of living with the Colling-
woods. He did not comprehend that passage, he said, showing
it to her. He had always, on the contrary, understood that it
had been a long seft/ed thing, a promise between Miss Stanley
and Lady Cecilia, that Helen should live with Lady Cecilia
when she married.

¢No such thing !’ Helen said. ¢No such agreement had
ever been made.’ :

So the General now perceived ; but this was a mistake of
his which he hoped would make no difference in her arrange-
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more worthy gender and the less worthy of the grammar, show
me a virtue male or female that canz long exist without truth.
Even that emphatically termed the virtue of our sex, Helen, on
which social happiness rests, society depends, on what is it
based? is it not on that single-hearted virtue truth >—and
truth on what ? on courage of the mind. They who dare to
speak the truth will not ever dare to go irretrievably wrong.
Then what is falsehood but cowardice >—and a false woman !—
does not that say all in one word ?

‘But whence arose all this ? you wonder, perhaps,’ said
Lady Davenant; ‘and I have not inclination to explain.
Here comes Lord Davenant. Now for politics—farewell
morality, a long farewell. Now for the London budget, and
“what news from Constantinople? Grand Vizier certainly
strangled, or not?”’

CHAPTER VI

THE London budget of news was now opened, and gone
through by Lord Davenant, including quarrels in the Cabinet
and all that with fear of change perplexes politicians. But
the fears and hopes of different ages are attached to such
different subjects, that Helen heard all this as though she
heard it not, and went on with her drawing, touching and
retouching it, without ever looking up, till her attention was
wakened by the name of Granville Beauclerc ; this was the
name of the person who had written those interesting letters
which she had met with in Lady Davenant’s portfolio.

¢What is he doing in town ?’ asked the General.

¢ Amusing himself, I suppose,’ replied Lord Davenant.

‘I believe he forgets that I am his guardian,’ said the
General.

¢I am sure he cannot forget that you are his friend,’ said
Lady Cecilia ; ‘for he has the best heart in the world.’

¢ And the worst head for anything useful,’ said the General.

¢ He is a man of genius,’ said Lady Davenant.

¢Did you speak to him, my lord,’ pursued the General,
¢about standing for the county ?’
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standing, quite different from that irresolution of character
which is caused by infirmity of will; and I have observed,’
continued Lady Davenant, ‘in some of these over-scrupulous
weighers, that when once they come to a balance, that instant
they become most wilful ; so it will be, you will see, with
Beauclerc. After excessive indecision, you will see him start
perhaps at once to rash action.

¢ Rash of wrong, resolute of right,” said Lord Davenant.

¢ He is constitutionally wilful, and metaphysically vacillating,’
said Lady Davenant.

The General waited till the metaphysics were over, and then
said to Lord Davenant that he suspected there was something
more than mere want of ambition in Beauclerc’s refusal to go
into Parliament. Some words were here inaudible to Helen,
and the General began to walk up and down the room with so
strong a tread, that at every step the china shook on the table
near which Helen sat, so that she lost most part of what
followed, and yet it seemed interesting, about some Lord
Beltravers, and a Comtesse de Saint—something, or a Lady
Blanche—somebody.

Lady Davenant looked anxious, the General’s steps became
more deliberately, more ominously firm ; till Lady Cecilia came
up to him, and playfully linking her arm in his, the steps
were moderated, and when a soothing hand came upon his
'shoulder, the compressed lips were relaxed—she spoke in a low
voice—he answered aloud.

¢By all means! write to him yourself, my love; get him
down here and he will be safe ; he cannot refuse you.’

¢ Tuesday, then?’ she would name the earliest day if the
General approved.

He approved of everything she said: ¢Tuesday let it be.’
Following him to the door, Lady Cecilia added something
which seemed to fill the measure of his contentment.

¢ Always good and kind,’ said he; ¢so let it be.

¢ Then shall I write to your sister, or will you ?’

‘You,’ said the General; ‘let the kindness come from you,
as it always does.’

Lady Cecilia, in 2 moment at the writing-table, ran off, as
fast as pen could go, two notes, which she put into her
mother’s hand, who gave an approving nod ; and, leaving them
with her to seal and have franked, Cecilia darted out on the
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I think he is what the gardening books call pafient of the
knife—I1 don’t think he likes his fancies to be lopped ; but then
he is so clever. Much more what you would call a reading
man than the General, distinguished at college, and all that
which usually makes a young man conceited ; but Beauclerc is
only a little headstrong—all the more agreeable, it keeps one
in agitation ; one never knows how it will end, but I am sure
it will all go on well now. It is curious, too, that mamma
knew him also when he was at Eton, I believe—I don’t
know how, but long before we ever heard of Clarendon, and
she corresponded with him, but I never knew him till he
came to Florence, just after it was all settled with me and the
General ; and he was with us there and at Paris, and travelled
home with us, and I like him. Now you know all, except what
I do not choose to tell you, so come back to the workmen.—
“ That vase will not do there, move it in front of these ever-
greens ; that will do.”’

Then returning to Helen—*¢ After all, I did so right, and
I am so glad I thought in time of inviting Esther, now Mr.
Beauclerc is coming—the General’s sister—half-sister. Oh,
so unlike him! you would never guess that Miss Clarendon
was his sister, except from her pride. But she is so different
from other people; she knows nothing, and wishes to know
nothing, of the world. She lives always at an old castle in
Wales, Llan— something, which she inherited from her
mother, and she has always been her own mistress, living
with her aunt in melancholy grandeur there, till her brother
brought her to Florence, where—oh, how she was out of her
element! Come this way and I will tell you more. The
fact is, I do not much like Miss Clarendon, and I will tell you
why—1I will describe her to you.’

¢No, no, do not,’ said Helen; ‘do not, my dear Cecilia,
and 1 will tell you why.’

¢ Why—why ?’ cried Cecilia.

¢Do you recollect the story my uncle told us about the young
bride and her old friend, and the bit of advice ?°’

No, Cecilia did not recollect anything of it. She should
be very glad to hear the anecdote, but as to the advice, she
hated advice.

¢Still, if you knew who gave it—it was given by a very
great man.’

47






HELEN

of her curiosity ; she turned away, to raise the branches of
some shrub, which were drooping from the weight of their
flowers.

‘I know something %as been thought of,’ said Cecilia. ‘A
match has been in contemplation—do you comprehend me,
Helen?*

¢You mean that Mr. Beauclerc is to marry Miss Clarendon,’
said Helen, compelled to speak.

¢I only say it has been thought of,’ replied Lady Cecilia ;
‘that is, as everything in this way is thought of about every
couple not within the prohibited degrees, one’s grandmother
inclusive. And the plainer the woman, the more sure she is
to contemplate such things for herself, lest no one else should
think of them for her. But, my dear Helen, if you mean to
ask ?

¢Oh, I don’t mean to ask anything,’ cried Helen.

¢But, whether you ask or not, I must tell you that the
General is too proud to own, even to himself, that he could ever
think of any man for his sister who had not first proposed
for her’

There was a pause for some minutes.

< But,’ resumed Lady Cecilia, ‘I could not do less than ask
her here for Clarendon’s sake, when I know it pleases him;
and she is very—estimable, and so I wish to make her love
me if I could! But I do not think she will be nearer her
point with Mr. Beauclerc, if it is her point, by coming here
just now. Granville has eyes as well as ears, and contrasts
will strike. I know who I wish should strike him, as she
strikes me—and I think—I hope 4

Helen looked distressed.

¢I am as innocent as a dove,’ pursued Lady Cecilia; ‘but I
suppose even doves may have their own private little thoughts
and wishes.’

Helen was sure Cecilia had meant all this most kindly, but
she was sorry that some things had been said. She was con-
scious of having been interested by those letters of Mr. Beau-
clerc’s ; but a particular thought had now been put into her
mind, and she could never more say, never more feel, that such
a thought had not come into her head. She was very sorry;
it seemed as if somewhat of the freshness, the innocence, of
her mind was gone from her. She was sorry, too, that she
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first day ended with Helen’s thinking her really the most dis-
agreeable, intolerable person she had ever seen.

And the second day went on a little worse. Helen thought
Cecilia took too much pains to please, and said it would be
better to let her quite alone. Helen did so completely, but
Miss Clarendon did not let Helen alone ; but watched her with
penetrating eyes continually, listened to every word she said,
and seeming to weigh every syllable,—¢ Oh, my words are not
worth your weighing,’ said Helen, laughing.

¢Yes they are, to settle my mind.’

The first thing that seemed at all to settle it was Helen’s
not agreeing with Cecilia about the colour of two ribands which
Helen said she could not flatter her were good matches. The
next was about a drawing of Miss Clarendon’s, of Llansillan,
her place in Wales ; a beautiful drawing indeed, which she had
brought for her brother, but one of the towers certainly was
out of the perpendicular. Helen was appealed to, and could
not say it was upright ; Miss Clarendon instantly took up a
knife, cut the paper at the back of the frame, and, taking out
the drawing, set the tower to rights.

¢ There’s the use of telling the truth.’

¢ Of listening to it,” said Helen.

‘We shall get on, I see, Miss Stanley, if you can get over
the first bitter outside of me—a hard outside, difficult to crack
—stains delicate fingers, may be,’ she continued, as she replaced
her drawing in its frame—*stains delicate fingers, may be, in
the opening, but a good walnut you will find it, taken with a
grain of salt.’

Many a grain seemed necessary, and very strong nut-
crackers in very strong hands. Lady Cecilia’s evidently were
not strong enough, though she strained hard. Helen did not
feel inclined to try.

Cecilia invited Miss Clarendon to walk out and see some of
the alterations her brother had made. As they passed the new
Italian garden, Miss Clarendon asked, ¢What’s all this ?—
I don’t like this—how I regret the Old English garden, and
the high beech hedges. Everything is to be changed here,
I suppose,—pray do not ask my opinion about any of the
alterations.’

¢I do not wonder,’ said Cecilia, ‘that you should prefer the
old garden, with all your early associations; warm-hearted,
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¢It is very extraordinary,’ said Helen, ‘to hear such a
young person as you are talk so——'

¢ So—how ?’

¢ Of false friends—you must have been very unfortunate.’

¢Pardon me—very fortunate—to find them out in time.’
She looked at the prospect, and liked all that her brother was
doing, and disliked all that she even guessed Lady Cecilia had
done. Helen showed her that she guessed wrong here and
there, and smiled at her prejudices; and Miss Clarendon
smiled again, and admitted that she was prejudiced, ¢ but every-
body is ; only some show and tell, and others smile and fib. I
wish that word fib was banished from the English language, and
white lie drummed out after it. Things by their right names
and we should all do much better. Truth must be told,
whether agreeable or not.’

‘But whoever makes truth disagreeable commits high
treason against virtue,’ said Helen.

¢Is that yours ?’ cried Miss Clarendon, stopping short.

¢No,’ said Helen.

It is excellent whoever said it.’

¢ It was from my uncle Stanley I heard it,’ said Helen.

¢ Superior man that uncle must have been.’

<1 will leave you now,’ said Helen.

‘Do ; I see we shall like one another in time, Miss Stanley ;
in time,—I hate sudden friendships.’

That evening Miss Clarendon questioned Helen more about
her friendship with Cecilia, and how it was she came to live
with her. Helen plainly told her.

¢ Then it was not an original promise between you ?’

¢Not at all,’ said Helen.

¢Lady Cecilia told me it was. Just like her,—I knew all
the time it was a lie.’

Shocked and startled at the word, and at the idea, Helen
exclaimed, ¢Oh, Miss Clarendon, how can you say so? any-
body may be mistaken. Cecilia mistook 4

Lady Cecilia joined them at this moment. Miss Clarendon’s
face was flushed. ¢ This room is insufferably hot. What can
be the use of a fire at this time of year ?’

Cecilia said it was for her mother, who was apt to be chilly
in the evenings ; and as she spoke, she put a screen between
the flushed cheek and the fire. Miss Clarendon pushed it
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She rang accordingly, and ordered that her carriage should
be at the door at six o’clock in the morning.

¢Nay, my dear Esther,’ persisted Cecilia, ’I wish you
would not decide so suddenly ; we were so glad to have you
come to us——'

¢Glad! why, you know: )

¢I know,’ interrupted Lady Cecilia, colouring, and she
began as fast as possible to urge every argument she could
think of to persuade Miss Clarendon: but no arguments, no
entreaties of hers or the General’s, public or private, were of
any avail,—go she would, and go she did, at six o’clock.

¢I suppose,’ said Helen to Lady Davenant, ‘that Miss
Clarendon is very estimable, and she seems to be very clever ;
but I wonder that with all her abilities she does not learn to
make her manners more agreeable.’

¢ My dear,’ said Lady Davenant, ‘we must take people as
they are ; you may graft a rose upon an oak, but those who
have tried the experiment tell us the graft will last but a short
time, and the operation ends in the destruction of both ; where
the stocks have no common nature, there is ever a want of
conformity which sooner or later proves fatal to both.’

But Beauclerc, what was become of him ?>—that day passed,
and no Beauclerc ; another and another came, and on the
third day, only a letter from him, which ought to have come
on Tuesday.—But ‘700 Jate) the shameful brand of procras-
tination, was upon it—and it contained only a few lines blotted
in the folding, to say that he could not possibly be at Clarendon
Park on Tuesday, but would on Wednesday or Thursday if
possible.

Good-natured Lord Davenant observed, ¢ When a young
man in London, writing to his friends in the country, names
two days for leaving town, and adds an ¢ #f possible,” his friends
should never expect him till the last of the two named.’

The last of the two days arrived—Thursday. The aide-
de-camp asked if Mr. Beauclerc was expected to-day.

¢ Yes, I expect to see him to-day,’ the General answered.

¢I hope, but do not expect,’ said Lady Davenant, for, as
learned authority tells me, “to expect is to hope with some
degree of certainty ”. )

The General left the room repeating, ‘I expect him to-day,
Cecilia.’
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she was ashamed, vexed with Cecilia, yet pleased by her kind-
ness, and half amused by her arch look and tone.

They were neither of them aware that Lady Davenant had
heard the words that passed, or seen the looks; but imme-
diately afterwards, when they were leaving the breakfast-room,
Lady Davenant came between the two friends, laid her hand
upon her daughter'’s arm, and said,

¢ Before you make any move in a dangerous game, listen to
the voice of old experience.’

Lady Cecilia, startled, looked up, but as if she did not
comprehend.

¢Cupid’s bow, my dear,’ continued her mother, ‘is, as the
Asiatics tell us, strung with bees, which are apt to sting—
sometimes fatally—those who meddle with it.’

Lady Cecilia still looked with an innocent air, and still as if
she could not comprehend.

¢To speak more plainly, then, Cecilia,’ said her mother,
‘build no matrimonial castles in the air; standing or falling
they do mischief—mischief either to the builder, or to those
for whom they may be built.’

¢Certainly if they fall they disappoint one,’ said Lady
Cecilia, ¢but if they stand ?’

Seeing that she made no impression on her daughter, Lady
Davenant turned to Helen, and gravely said,

¢ My dear Helen, do not let my daughter inspire you with
false, and perhaps vain imaginations, certainly premature,
therefore unbecoming.’

Helen shrank back, yet instantly looked up, and her look
was ingenuously grateful.

¢ But, mamma,’” said Lady Cecilia, ‘I declare I do not
understand what all this is about.’

¢ About Mr. Granville Beauclerc,’” said her mother.

¢ How can you, dear mamma, pronounce his name so Zowt
ax long 2’ :

¢ Pardon my indelicacy, my dear; delicacy is a good thing,
but truth a better. I have seen the happiness of many young
women sacrificed by such false delicacy, and by the fear of
giving a moment’s present pain, which it is sometimes the duty
of a true friend to give.’

¢ Certainly, certainly, mamma, only not necessary now ;
and I am so sorry you have said all this to poor dear Helen.’
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impression which her mother’s signet-ring had left in the palm
of her hand. It was at thdt moment a disagreeable recollec-
tion that the motto of that ring was ¢Truth.’ Rubbing the
impress from her hand, she said, half speaking to herself, and
half to Helen—‘I am sure I did not mean anything wrong ;
and I am sure nothing can be more true than that I never
formed a regular plan in my life. After all, I am sure that so
much has been said about nothing, that I do not understand
anything: I never do, when mamma goes on in that way,
making mountains of molehills, which she always does with
me, and did ever since I was a child ; but she really forgets
that I am not a child. Now, it is well the General was not
by ; he would never have borne to see his wife so treated.
But I would not, for the world, be the cause of any disagree-
ment. O Helen, my mother does not know how I love her,
let her be ever so severe to me! But she never loved me; she
cannot help it. I believe she does her best to love me—my
poor, dear mother !’

Helen seized this opportunity to repeat the warm expressions
she had heard so lately from Lady Davenant, and melting they
sank into Cecilia’s heart. She kissed Helen again and again,
for a dear, good peacemaker, as she always was—and ‘I'm
resolved ’—but in the midst of her good resolves she caught a
glimpse, through the glass door opening on the park, of the
General, and a fine horse they were ringing, and she hurried
out ; all light of heart she went, as though

Her treading would not bend a blade of grass,
Or shake the downy é/owball from her stalk.

CHAPTER VII

SINCE Lord Davenant’s arrival, Lady Davenant’s time was so
much taken up with him, that Helen could not have many
opportunities of conversing with her, and she was the more
anxious to seize every one that occurred. She always watched
for the time when Lady Davenant went out in her pony
phaeton, for then she had her delightfully to herself, the
carriage holding only two.
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to her? And, left to her own cogitations, she was picturing
to herself what manner of man he might be, when suddenly
Lady Davenant turned, and asked what she was thinking of ?
<1 beg your pardon for startling you so, my dear; I am aware
that it is a dreadfully imprudent, impertinent question—one
which, indeed, I seldom ask. Few interest me sufficiently to
make me care of what they think: from fewer still could I
expect to hear the truth. Nay—nothing upon compulsion,
Helen. Only say plainly, if you would rather not tell me.
That answer I should prefer to the ingenious formula of evasion,
the solecism in metaphysics, which Cecilia used the other day,
when unwittingly I asked her of what she was thinking—¢ Of
a great many different things, mamma.”’

Helen, still more alarmed by Lady Davenant’s speech than
by her question, and aware of the conclusions which might be
drawn from her answer, nevertheless bravely replied that she
had been thinking of Mr. Beauclerc, of what he might be whose
coming or not coming was of such consequence. As she spoke,
the expression of Lady Davenant’s countenance changed.

¢ Thank you, my dear child, you are truth itself, and truly
do I love you therefore. It’s well that you did not ask me of
what I was thinking, for I am not sure that I could have
answered so directly.’

¢But I could never have presumed to ask such a question
of you,’ said Helen, ¢there is such a difference.’

‘Yes,’ replied Lady Davenant ; ‘there is such a difference
as age and authority require to be made, but nevertheless, such
as is not quite consistent with the equal rights of friendship.
You have told me the subject of your day-dream, my love, and
if you please, I will tell you the subject of mine. I was rapt
into times long past: I was living over again some early
scenes—some which are connected, and which connect me, in
a curious manner, with this young man, Mr. Granville Beauclerc.’

She seemed to speak with some difficulty, and yet to be
resolved to go on.

‘Helen, I have a mind,’ continued she, ‘to tell you what,
in the language of affected autobiographers, I might call
“some passages of my life.”’

Helen’s eyes brightened, as she eagerly thanked her: but
hearing a half-suppressed sigh, she added—* Not if it is pain-
ful to you though, my dear Lady Davenant.’
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¢She was a castle-builder—yes, now you know, my dear,
why I spoke so strongly, and, as you thought, so severely, this
morning. My mother was a castle-builder of the ordinary
sort : a worldly plan of a castle was hers, and little care had
she about the knight within; yet she had sufficient tact to
know that it must be the idea of the prewx ckevalier that
would lure her daughter into the castle. Prudent for herself,
imprudent for me, and yet she loved me—all she did was for
love of me. She managed with so much address, that I had
no suspicion of my being the subject of any speculation—other-
wise, probably, my imagination might have revolted, my self-
will have struggled, my pride have interfered, or my delicacy
might have been alarmed, but nothing of all that happened ; [
was only too ready, too glad, to believe all that I was told, all
that appeared in that spring-time of hope and love. I was
very romantic, not in the modern fashionable young-lady sense
of the word, with the mixed ideas of a shepherdess’s hat and
‘the paraphernalia of a peeress—love in a cottage, and a
fashionable house in town. No; mine was honest, pure, real
romantic love—absurd if you will; it was love nursed by
imagination more than by hope. I had early, in my secret
soul, as perhaps you have at this instant in yours, a pattern of
perfection—something chivalrous, noble, something that is no
longer to be seen nowadays—the more delightful to imagine,
the moral sublime and beautiful ; more than human, yet with
the extreme of human tenderness. Mine was to be a demigod
whom 1 could worship, a husband to whom I could always
look up, with whom I could always sympathise, and to whom
I could devote myself with all a woman’s self-devotion. I had
then a vast idea—as I think you have now, Helen—of self-
devotion ; you would devote yourself to your friends, but I
could not shape any of my friends into a fit object. So after
my own imagination I made one, dwelt upon it, doated on it,
and at last threw this bright image of my own fancy full upon
the being to whom I thought I was most happily destined—
destined by duty, chosen by affection. The words ‘I love
you’ once pronounced, I gave my whole heart in return, gave
it, sanctified, as I felt, by religion. I had high religious
sentiments ; a vow once past the lips, a look, a single look
of appeal to Heaven, was as much for me as if pronounced at
the altar, and before thousands to witness. Some time was to
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these reminiscences could have so moved me ; but it is merely
this sudden wakening of ideas long dormant, for years not
called up, never put into words.

¢1 was sitting, rapt in a silent ecstasy of pleasure, leaning
back behind the whispering party, when I saw him come in,
and, thinking only of his sharing my delight, I made an effort
to catch his attention, but he did not see me—his eye was
fixed on another; I followed that eye, and saw that most
beautiful creature on which it fixed; I saw him seat himself
beside her—one look was enough—it was conviction. A
pang went through me; I grew cold, but made no sound nor
motion ; I gasped for breath, I believe, but I did not faint.
None cared for me; I was unnoticed—saved from the abase-
ment of pity. I struggled to retain my self-command, and was
enabled to complete the purpose on which I then, even ZZez,
resolved. That resolve gave me force.

‘In any great emotion we can speak better to those who
do not care for us than to those who feel for us. More calmly
than I now speak to you, I turned to the person who then sat
beside me, to the dowager whose heart was in the Indian
screen, and begged that I might not longer detain her, as I
wished that she would carry me home—she readily complied :
1 had presence of mind enough to move when we could
do so without attracting attention. It was well that woman
talked as she did all the way home: she never saw, never
suspected, the agony of her to whom she spoke. I ran up to
my own room, bolted the door, and threw myself into a chair;
that is the last thing I remember, till I found myself lying
on the floor, wakening from a state of insensibility. I know
not what time had elapsed : so as soon as I could I rang for my
maid ; she had knocked at my door, and, supposing [ slept, had
not disturbed me—my mother, I found, had not yet returned.

¢1 dressed for dinner; HE was to dine with us, It was
my custom to see him for a few minutes before the rest of the
company arrived. No time ever appeared to me so dreadfully
long as the interval between my being dressed that day and
his arrival.

¢I heard him coming upstairs : my heart beat so violently
that I feared I should not be able to speak with dignity and
composure, but the motive was sufficient.

¢What I said I know not; I am certain only that it was
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I tried to call religion to my aid ; but my religious senti-
ments were at that time tinctured with the enthusiasm of
my early character. Had I been a Catholic, I should have
escaped from my friends and thrown myself into a cloister ; as
it was, I had formed a strong wish to retire from that world which
was no longer anything to me: the spring of passion, which
I then thought the spring of life, being broken, I meditated my
resolution secretly and perpetually as I lay on my bed. They
used to read to me, and, among other things some papers
of The Rambler, which I liked not at all ; its tripod sentences
tired my ear, but I let them go on—as well one sound as
another.

¢It chanced that one night, as I was going to sleep, an
eastern story in 7%e Rambler was read to me, about some
man, aweary of the world, who took to the peaceful her-
mitage. There was a regular moral tagged to the end of it,
a thing I hate; the words were, “No life pleasing to God that
is not useful to man.” When I wakened in the middle of
that night, this sentence was before my eyes, and the words
seemed to repeat themselves over and over again to my ears
when 1 was sinking to sleep. The impression remained in
my mind, and though I never voluntarily recurred to it, came
out long afterwards, perfectly fresh, and became a motive of
action.

¢ Strange, mysterious connection between mind and body ;
in mere animal nature we see the same. The bird wakened
from his sleep to be taught a tune sung to him in the dark,
and left to sleep again,—the impression rests buried within
him, and weeks afterward he comes out with the tune perfect.
But these are only phenomena of memory—mine was more
extraordinary. I am not sure that I can explain it to you.
In my weak state, my understanding enfeebled as much as
my body—my reason weaker than my memory, I could not
help allowing myself to think that the constant repetition of
that sentence was a warning sent to me from above. AsI grew
stronger, the superstition died away, but the sense of the thing
still remained with me. It led me to examine and reflect. It
did more than all my mother’s entreaties could effect. I had
refused to see any human creature, but I now consented to
admit a few. The charm was broken. I gave up my longing
for solitude, my plan of retreat from the world ; suffered myself
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—but, with such affection as I could give, and which he
assured me would make his happiness, I determined to devote
to him the whole of my future existence. Happiness for me, I
thought, was gone, except in so far as I could make him happy.

‘I married Lord Davenant—much against my mother’s
wish, for he was then the younger of three brothers, and with
a younger brother’s very small portion. Had it been a more
splendid match, I do not think I could have been prevailed on
to give my consent. I could not have been sure of my own
motives, or rather my pride would not have been clear as to
the opinion which others might form. This was a weakness,
for in acting we ought to depend upon ourselves, and not to
look for the praise or blame of others ; but I let you see me as
I am, or as I was: I do not insist, like Queen Elizabeth, in
having my portrait without shade.

CHAPTER VIII

¢I AM proud to tell you that at the time I married we were
so poor that I was obliged to give up many of those luxuries
to which I was entitled, and to which I had been so accustomed
that the doing without them had till then hardly come within
my idea of possibility. Our whole establishment was on the
most humble scale.

¢I look back to this period of my life with the greatest
satisfaction. 1 had exquisite pleasure, like all young people of
sanguine temperament and generous disposition, in the con-
sciousness of the capability of making sacrifices. This notion
was my idol, the idol of the inmost sanctuary of my mind, and
I worshipped it with all the energies of body and soul.

‘In the course of a few years, my husband’s two elder
brothers died. If you have any curiosity to know how, I will
tell you, though indeed it is as little to the purpose as half the
things people tell in their histories. The eldest, a home-bred
lordling, who, from the moment he slipped his mother’s apron-
strings, had fallen into folly, and then, to show himself manly,
run into vice, lost his life in a duel about some lady’s crooked
thumb, or more crooked mind.

¢ The second brother distinguished himself in the navy ; he
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me in the midst of my internal triumph, that my husband had
been obliged to use intermediate powers to obtain that which I
should have desired should have been obtained by his own.
Why should not he be in that first place of rule? He could
hold the balance with a hand as firm, an eye as just. That
he should be in the House of Peers was little satisfaction to
me, unless distinguished among his peers. It was this
distinction that I burned to see obtained by Lord Davenant ; I
urged him forward then by all the motives which make
ambition virtue. He was averse from public life, partly from
indolence of temper, partly from sound philosophy : power was
low in the scale in his estimate of human happiness ; he saw
how little can be effected of real good in public by any
individual ; he felt it scarcely worth his while to stir from his
easy chair of domestic happiness. However, love urged him
on, and inspired him, if not with ambition, at least with what
looked like it in public. He entered the lists, and in the
political tournament tilted successfully. Many were astonished,
for, till they came against him in the joust, they had no notion
of his weight, or of his skill in arms; and many seriously
inclined to believe that Lord Davenant was only Lady Davenant
in disguise, and all he said, wrote, and did, was attributed to
me. Envy gratifies herself continually by thus shifting the
merit from one person to another; in hopes that the actual
quantity may be diminished, she tries to make out that it is
never the real person, but somebody else, who does that which
is good. This silly, base propensity might have cost me dear,
would have cost me my husband’s affections, had he not been
a man, as there are few, above all jealousy of female influence
or female talent; in short, he knew his own superiority, and
needed not to measure himself to prove his height. He is
quite content, rather glad, that everybody should set him down
as a commonplace character. Far from being jealous of his
wife’s ruling him, he was amused by the notion : it flattered his
pride, and it was convenient to his indolence ; it fell in, too,
with his peculiar humour. The more I retired, the more I was
put forward, he, laughing behind me, prompted and forbade
me to look back.

¢ Now, Helen, I am come to a point where ambition ceased
to be virtue. But why should I tell you all this? no one is
ever the better for the experience of another.’
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London, one book drives out another, one impression, however
deep, is effaced by the next shaking of the sand; but I was
then in the country, for, unluckily for me, Lord Davenant had
been sent away on some special embassy. Left alone with my
nonsense, I set about, as soon as I was able, to assemble an
audience round me, to exhibit myself in the character of a
female politician, and I believe I had a notion at the same time
of being the English Corinne. Rochefoucault, the dexterous
anatomist of self-love, says that we confess our small faults, to
persuade the world that we have no large ones. But, for my part,
I feel that there are some small faults more difficult to me to
confess than any large ones. Affectation, for instance; it is
something so little, so paltry, it is more than a crime, it is a
ridicule : I believe I did make myself completely ridiculous : I
am glad Lord Davenant was not by, it lasted but a short time.
Our dear good friend Dumont (you knew Dumont at Florence ?)
could not bear to see it ; his regard for Lord Davenant urged
him the more to disenchant me, and bring me back, before
his return, to my natural form. The disenchantment was
rather rude.

¢One evening, after I had been snuffing up incense till I
was quite intoxicated, when my votaries had departed, and we
were alone together, I said to him, ¢ Allow that this is what
would be called at Paris w7 grand succés.”

¢ Dumont made no reply, but stood opposite to me playing
in his peculiar manner with his great snuff-box, slowly swaying
the snuff from side to side. - Knowing this to be a sign that
he was in some great dilemma, I asked of what he was think-
ing. “Of you” said he. ‘“And what of me?” In his
French accent he repeated those two provoking lines—

¢ New wit, like wine, intoxicates the brain,
Too strong for feeble women to sustain.’

¢« To my face ?” said I, smiling, for I tried to command
my temper.

¢ ¢ Better than behind your back, as others do,” said he.

¢« Behind my back !” said I ; *impossible.”

¢ « Perfectly possible,” said he, “as I could prove if you
were strong enough to bear it.”

¢ « Quite strong enough,” I said, and bade him speak on.

¢« Suppose you were offered,” said he, “the fairy-ring that
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my husband’s intervention obtained a favour of some import-
ance, the thing done, though actually obtained by private
favour, was in a public point of view well done and fit to be
done ; but when in time Lord Davenant had reached that
eminence which had been the summit of my ambition, and
when once it was known that I had influence (and in making
it known between jest and earnest Lord Davenant was
certainly to blame), numbers of course were eager to avail
themselves of the discovery, swarms born in the noontide ray,
or such as salute the rising morn, buzzed round me. I was
good-natured and glad to do the service, and proud to show
that I could do it. I thought I had some right to share with
Lord Davenant, at least, the honours and pleasures of patron-
age, and so he willingly allowed it to be, as long as my objects
were well chosen, though he said to me once with a serious
smile, ¢ The patronage of Europe would not satisfy you; you
would want India, and if you had India, you would sigh for
the New World.” I only laughed, and said, “The same
thought as Lord Chesterfield’s, only more neatly put.” ¢ If all
Ireland were given to such a one for his patrimony, he’d ask
for the Isle of Man for his cabbage-garden.” Lord Davenant
did not smile. I felt a little alarmed, and a feeling of
estrangement began between us.

¢I recollect one day liis seeing a note on my table from one
of my protégés, thanking me outrageously, and extolling my
very obliging disposition. He read, and threw it down, and
with one of his dry-humour smiles repeated, half to himself,

——* By flatterers besieged,
And so obliging that she ne’er obliged.’

¢1 thought these lines were in the Characters of Women,
and I hunted all through them in -vain ; at last I found them
in the character of a man, which could not suit me, and I was
pacified, and, what is extraordinary, my conscience quite put
at ease.

¢ The week afterwards I went to make some request for a
friend : my little boy—for I had a dear little boy then—had
come in along with mamma. Lord Davenant complied with
my request, but unwillingly I saw, and as if he felt it a weak-
ness ; and, putting his hand upon the curly-pated little fellow’s
head, he said, “ This boy rules Greece, I see.” The child was
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my dear, it is not so easy to cure habit. I have, however,
some excuse—let me put it forward ; the person for whom I
again transgressed was my mother, and for her I was proud of
doing the utmost because she had, as I could not forget, been
ready to sacrifice my happiness to her speculations. She had
left off building castles in the air, but she had outbuilt herself
on earth. She had often recourse to me in her difficulties,
and I supplied funds, as well I might, for I had a most liberal
allowance from my most liberal lord; but schemes of my
own, very patriotic but not overwise, had in process of time
drained my purse. I had a school at Cecilhurst, and a lace-
manufactory ; and to teach my little girls I must needs bring
over lace-makers from Flanders, and Lisle thread, at an
enormous expense : I shut my lace-makers up in a room (for
secrecy was necessary), where, like spiders, they quarrelled
with each other and fought, and the whole failed.

¢ Another scheme, very patriotic too, cost me an immensity :
trying to make Indian cachemires in England, very beautiful
they were, but they left not the tenth part of a penny in my
private purse, and then my mother wanted some thousands
for a new dairy; dairies were then the fashion, and hers was
to be floored with the finest Dutch tiles, furnished with Sevres
china, with plate glass windows, and a porch hung with French
mirrors ; so she set me to represent to Lord Davenant her very
distressed situation, and to present a petition from her for a
pension. The first time I urged my mother’s request, Lord
Davenant said, ¢ 1 am sure, Anne, that you do not know what
you are asking.” I desisted. 1 did not indeed well under-
stand the business, nor at all comprehend that I was assisting
a fraudulent attempt to obtain public money for a private
purpose, but I wished to have the triumph of success, I wished
to feel my own influence.

¢Had it been foretold to me that I could so forget myself
in the intoxication of political power, how I should have dis-
dained the prophecy—*Lord, is thy servant a dog that he
should do this thing?” There is a fine sermon of Blair's on
this subject ; it had early made a great impression upon me ;
but what are good impressions, good feelings, good impulses,
good intentions, good any thing, without principle ?

¢ My mother wondered how I could so easily take a refusal ;
she piqued my pride by observing that she was sorry my influ-
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¢« hope it is in my power, my dear,” said he; “I am
sure you would not ask ” and there he stopped.

‘T told him it was in his power, and that I would not ask it
for any creature living, but He put his hand upon my
lips, told me he knew what I was going to say, and begged me
not to say it ; but I, hoping to carry it off playfully, kissed his
hand, and putting it aside said, *“I must ask, and you must
grant this to my mother.” He replied, ¢ It cannot be, Anne,
consistently with public justice, and with my public duty.
I_”

¢ ¢ Nonsense, nonsense,” I said, “such words are only to
mask a refusal.” Mask, 1 remember, was the word that hurt
him. Of all I could have used, it was the worst: I knew it
the instant I had said it. Lord Davenant stepped back, and
with such a look! You, Helen, who have seen only his
benign countenance, his smiling eyes, cannot conceive it. I
am sure he must have seen how much it alarmed me, for
suddenly it changed, and 1 saw all the melting softness of love.

¢O fool! vain wicked fool that I was! 1 thought of
“victory,” and pursued it. My utmost power of persuasion—
words—smiles—and tears I tried—and tried in vain; and
then I could not bear to feel that I had in vain made this trial
of power and love. Shame and pride and anger seized me by
turns, and raised such a storm within me—such confusion—
that I knew not what I did or said. And he was so calm!
looked so at least, though I am sure he was not. His self-
possession piqued and provoked me past all bearing. I cannot
tell you exactly how it was—it was so dreadfully interesting to
me that I am unable to recall the exact words ; but I remember
at last hearing him say, in a voice I had never before heard,
¢“ Lady Davenant ! »—He had never called me so before; he
had always called me “Anne”: it seemed as if he had dis-
missed me from his heart.

¢« Call me Anne! Oh, call me Anne!”

¢And he yielded instantly, he called me Anne, and caressing
me, ¢‘his Anne.”

‘O Helen! never do as I did. I whispered, ¢ Then, my
love, you will do this for me—for me, your own Anne?”

‘He put me gently away, and leaned against the chimney-
piece in silence. Then turning to me, in a low suppressed
voice, he said,
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country. Though I had passed very well in London society,
blue, red, and green, literary, fashionable, and political, and
had been extolled as both witty and wise, especially when my
husband was in place; yet when I came into close contact
with minds of a higher order, I felt my own deficiencies. Lord
Davenant’s superiority I particularly perceived in the solidity
of the ground he uniformly took and held in reasoning. And
when I, too confident, used to venture rashly, and often found
myself surrounded, and in imminent danger in argument, he
used to bring me off and ably cover my retreat, and looked so
pleased, so proud, when I made a happy hit, or jumped to a
right conclusion.

¢ But what I most liked, most admired, in him was, that he
never triumphed or took unfair advantages on the strength of
his learning, of his acquirements, or of what I may call his
logical training.

¢I mention these seeming trifles because it is not always in
the great occasions of life that a generous disposition shows
itself in the way which we most feel. Little instances of
generosity shown in this way, unperceived by others, have gone
most deeply into my mind ; and have most raised my opinion
of his character. The sense that I was over rather than under
valued made me the more ready to acknowledge and feel my
own deficiencies. 1 felt the truth of an aphorism of Lord
Verulam’s, which is now come down to the copy-books ; that
“knowledge is power.” Having made this notable discovery,
I set about with all my might to acquire knowledge. You
may smile, and think that this was only in a new form the
passion for power ; no, it was something better. Not to do
myself injustice, I now felt the pure desire of knowledge, and
enjoyed the pure pleasure of obtaining it; assisted, supported,
and delighted, by the sympathy of a superior mind.

¢ As to intellectual happiness, this was the happiest time of
my life. As if my eyes had been rubbed by your favourite
dervise in the Arabian tales with his charmed ointment, which
opened at once to view all the treasures of the earth, I saw
and craved the boundless treasures opened to my view. 1
now wanted to read all that Lord Davenant was reading, that
I might be up to his ideas, but this was not to be done in an
instant. There was a Frenchwoman who complained that she
never could learn anything, because she could not find anybody
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Clarendon Park this last month of my stay in England to
the pleasures of London. I was angry, I own, but after five
minutes’ grace I cooled, saw that I must be mistaken, and came
to the just conclusion of the old poet, that no one sinks at
once to the depth of ill, and ingratitude I consider as the
depth of ill. I opine, therefore, that some stronger feeling
than friendship now operates to detain Granville Beauclerc.
In that case I forgive him, but, for his own sake, and with
such a young man I should say for the sake of society—of the
public good—for he will end in public life, I hope the present
object is worthy of him, whoever she may be.

¢Have I anything more to tell you? Yes, I should say
that, when by changes in the political world Lord Davenant
was again in power, I had learned, if not to be less ambitious,
at least to show it less. D , who knew always how to put
sense into my mind, so that I found it there, and thought it
completely my own, had once said that “every public man
who has a cultivated and high-minded wife has in fact two
selves, each holding watch and ward for the other.” The
notion pleased me—pleased both my fancy and my reason; I
acted on it, and Lord Davenant assures me that I have been
this second self to him, and I am willing to believe it, first
because he is a man of strict truth, and secondly, because
every woman is willing to believe what she wishes.’

Lady Davenant paused, and after some minutes of reflection
said, ¢I confess, however, that I have not reason to be quite
satisfied with myself as a mother ; I did not attend sufficiently
to Cecilia’s early education : engrossed with politics, I left her
too much to governesses, at one period to a very bad one. I
have done what I can to remedy this, and you have done more
perhaps ; but I much fear that the early neglect can never be
completely repaired; she is, however, married to a man of
sense, and when I go to Russia I shall think with satisfaction
that I leave you with her.’

After expressing how deeply she had been interested in all
that she had heard, and how grateful she felt for the confidence
reposed in her, Helen said she could not help wishing that
Cecilia knew all that had been just told her of Lady Davenant’s
history. If Cecilia could but know all the tenderness of her
mother’s heart, how much less would she fear, how much more
would she love her!
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uncommon fault in these days, when young men are in general
selfishly prudent or selfishly extravagant.’

" ¢I hope, said Cecilia—¢I hope Lady Blanche Forrester
will not ’ there she paused, and consulted her mother’s
countenance ; her mother answered that Beauclerc had not
spoken to her of Lady Blanche. After putting her hopes and
fears, questions and conjectures, into every possible form and
direction, Lady Cecilia was satisfied that her mother knew no
more than herself, and this was a great comfort.

When Mr. Beauclerc reappeared, Helen was glad that she
was settled at an embroidery frame, at the farthest end of the
room, as there, apart from the world, she felt safe from all
cause for embarrassment, and there she continued happy till
some one came to raise the light of the lamp over her head.
It was Mr. Beauclerc, and, as she looked up, she gave a
foolish little start of surprise, and then all her confusion
returning, with thanks scarce audible, her eyes were instantly
fixed on the vine-leaf she was embroidering. He asked how
she could by lamplight distinguish blue from green? a simple
and not very alarming question, but she did not hear the words
rightly, and thinking he asked whether she wished for a screen,
she answered, ¢ No, thank you.’

Lady Cecilia laughed, and covering Helen’s want of hearing
by Beauclerc’s want of sight, explained—¢Do not you see,
Granville, the silk-cards are written upon, ¢ blue” and “green”?
there can be no mistake.’

Mr. Beauclerc made a few more laudable attempts at con-
versation with Miss Stanley, but she, still imagining that this
was forced, could not in return say anything but what seemed
forced and unnatural, and as unlike her usual self as possible.
Lady Cecilia tried to relieve her ; she would have done better
to have let it alone, for Beauclerc was not of the French wit’s
opinion that La modestie nw'est bonne gi’'d quinsze ans, and to
him it appeared only a graceful timidity. Helen retired
earlier than any one else, and, when she thought over her
foolish awkwardness, felt as much ashamed as if Mr. Beauclerc
had actually heard all that Lady Cecilia had said about him—
had seen all her thoughts, and understood the reason of her
confusion. At last, when Lady Cecilia came into her room
before she went to bed, she began with—¢I am sure you are
going to scold me, and I deserve it, I am so provoked with
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reason agreed to be separated for some time—I do not know
exactly, but surely everybody may choose their own oppor-
tunity for telling their own secrets. In fact, Helen, the lady,
I understand, made it a point with him that nothing should be
said of it yet—to any one.’

¢ But he told it to you?’

. ¢ No, indeed, he did not tell it: I found it out, and he could

not deny it; but he charged me to keep it secret, and I
would not have told it to anybody living- but yourself; and
to you, after all I said about him, I felt it was necessary—I
thought I was bound—in short, I thought it would set things
to rights, and put you at your ease at once.’

And then, with more earnestness, she again pressed upon
Helen a promise of secrecy, especially towards Lady Davenant.
Helen submitted. Cecilia embraced her affectionately, and
left the room. Quite tired, and quite happy, Helen was in
bed and asleep in a few minutes.

Not the slightest suspicion crossed her mind that all her
friend had been telling her was not perfectly true. To a more
practised, a less confiding, person the perplexity of Lady
Cecilia’s prefaces, and some contradictions or inconsistencies,
might have suggested doubts ; but Helen’s general confidence
in her friend’s truth had never yet been seriously shaken.
Lady Davenant she had always thought prejudiced on this
point, and too severe. If there had been in early childhood a
bad habit of inaccuracy in Cecilia, Helen thought it long since
cured ; and so perhaps it was, till she formed a friendship abroad
with one who had no respect for truth.

But of this Helen knew nothing; and, in fact, till now
Lady Cecilia’s aberrations had been always trifling, almost
imperceptible, errors, such as only her mother’s strictness or
Miss Clarendon’s scrupulosity could detect. Nor would
Cecilia have ventured upon a decided, an important, false
assertion, except for a kind purpose. Never in her life had
she told a falsehood to injure any human creature, or one that
she could foresee might, by any possibility, do harm to any living
being. But here was a friend, a very dear friend, in an
awkward embarrassment, and brought into it by her means;
and by a little innocent stretching of the truth she could at
once, she fancied, set all to rights. The moment the idea
came into her head, upon the spur of the occasion, she resolved
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somnambulist, correctly from habit, but all unconsciously. He
awakened from his reverie the moment General Clarendon
came in, and he asked eagerly,

¢ General, how far is it to Old Forest?’ These were the
first words which he pronounced like one wide awake. ¢I
must ride there this moming ; it’s absolutely necessary.’

The General replied that he did not see the necessity.

¢But when I do, sir,’ cried Beauclerc; the natural vivacity
of the young man breaking through the conventional manner.
Next moment, with a humble look, he hoped that the General
would accompany him, and the look of proud humility vanished
from his countenance the next instant, because the General
demurred, and Beauclerc added, ¢ Will not you oblige me so
far? Then I must go by myself.’

The General, seeming to go on with his own thoughts, and
not to be moved by his ward’s impatience, talked of a review
that was to be put off, and at length found that he could
accompany him. Beauclerc then, delighted, thanked him
warmly.

¢What is the object of this essential visit to Old Forest,
may I ask?’ said Lady Davenant.

¢To see a dilapidated house,’ said the General.

¢To save a whole family from ruin,’ cried Beauclerc; ‘to
restore a man of first-rate talents to his place in society.’

¢ Pshaw !’ said the General.

‘Why that contemptuous exclamation, my dear General ?’
said Beauclerc.

¢I have told you, and again I tell you, the thing is impos-
sible !’ said the General

¢So I hear you say, sir,” replied his ward ; ¢but till I am
convinced, I hold to my project.’

‘And what is your project, Granville?’ said Lady
Davenant.

¢I will explain it to you when we are alone,’ said Beauclerc.

¢1 beg your pardon, I was not aware that there was any
mystery,’ said Lady Davenant.

¢No mystery,’ said Beauclerc, ‘only about lending some
money to a friend.’

¢ To which I will not consent,’ said the General.

¢Why not, sir?’ said Beauclerc, throwing back his head
with an air of defiance in his countenance ; there was as he
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‘I can answer for one, the daughter at least,’ said Lady
Davenant ; ‘that Mad. de St. Cimon, whom we saw abroad,
at Florence, you know, Cecilia, with whom I would not let you
form an acquaintance,’

¢ Your ladyship was quite right,’ said the General.

Beauclerc could not say, ¢ Quite wrong,’—and he looked—
suffering.

¢I know nothing of the son,’ pursued Lady Davenant.

¢I do,’ said Beauclerc, ‘he is my friend.’

¢ 1 thought he had been a very distressed man, that young
Beltravers,’ said the aide-de-camp.

¢And if he were, that would not prevent my being his
friend, sir,’ said Beauclerc.

¢ Of course,’ said the aide-de-camp, ¢I only asked.’

¢He is a man of genius and feeling,” continued Beauclerc,
turning to Lady Davenant.

‘But I never heard you mention Lord Beltravers before.
How long has he been your friend ?’ said Lady Davenant.

Beauclerc hesitated. The General without hesitation
answered, ¢ Three weeks and one day.

¢I do not count my friendship by days or weeks,’ said
Beauclerc.

¢No, my dear Beauclerc,” said the General: ¢well would
it be for you if you would condescend to any such common-
sense measure.” He rose from the breakfast-table as he spoke,
and rang the bell to order the horses.

¢You are prejudiced against Beltravers, General ; but you
will think better of him, I am sure, when you know him.’

‘You will think worse of him when you know him, I
suspect,’ replied the General.

¢Suspect! But since you only swspect) said Beauclerc,
¢we English do not condemn on suspicion, unheard, unseen.’

¢ Not unheard,’ said the General; ¢I have heard enough
of him.’

¢ From the reports of his enemies,’ said Beauclerc.

¢1 do not usually form my judgment,’ replied the General,
‘from reports either of friends or enemies; I have not the
honour of knowing any of Lord Beltravers’s enemies.’

¢ Enemies of Lord Beltravers!’ exclaimed Lady Davenant.
¢What right has he to enemies as if he were a great man?
—a person of whom nobody ever heard, setting up to have
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best, and therefore I conclude that what Beltravers said of
Lady Grace is true’

¢Bravo! well jumped to a conclusion, Granville, as usual,’
said Lady Davenant. ¢But go on, General, tell us what you
have heard from this precious lord ; can you have better than
what Beauclerc, his own witness, gives in evidence ?’

¢Better, I think, and in the same line, said the General;
¢his lordship has the merit of consistency. At table, servants
of course present, and myself a stranger, I heard Lord
Beltravers begin by cursing England and all that inhabit it.
¢ But your country!” remonstrated his aunt. He abjured
England ; he had no country, he said, no liberal man ever
has ; he had no relations—what nature gave him without his
consent he had a right to disclaim, I think he argued. But I
can swear to these words, with which he concluded—¢My
father is an idiot, my mother a brute, and my sister may go to
the devil her own way.”’

¢ Such bad taste !’ said the aide-de-camp.

Lady Davenant smiled at the unspeakable astonishment in.
Helen’s face. ¢ When you have lived one season in the world,
my dear child, this power of surprise will be worn out.’

¢But even to those who have seen the world,’ said the
aide-de-camp, who had seen the world, ¢as it strikes me, really
it is such extraordinary bad taste !’

¢Such ordinary bad taste! as it strikes me,’ said Lady
Davenant ; ¢base imitation, and imitation is always a confession
of poverty, a want of original genius. But then there are
degrees among the race of imitators. Some choose their
originals well, some come near them tolerably; but here, all
seems equally bad, clumsy, Birmingham counterfeit; don’t
you think so, Beauclerc? a counterfeit that falls and makes no
noise,. There is the worst of it for your pro#égé, whose great
ambition I am sure it is to make a noise in the world. How-
ever, I may spare my remonstrances, for I am quite aware that
you would never let drop a friend.’

¢ Never, never !’ cried Beauclerc.

¢ Then, my dear Granville, do not take up this man, this
Lord Beltravers, for, depend upon it, he will never do. If he
had made a bold stroke for a reputation, like a great original,
and sported some deed without a name, to work upon the
wonder-loving imagination of the credulous English public, one

99






HELEN

striving, with all their might of dissimulation, to appear better
than they are, and he, as he always does, strove to make
himself appear worse than he really is.’

¢ Unnecessary, I should think,’ said Lady Davenant.

¢ Impossible, I should think,’ said the General.

¢ Impossible I know it is to change your opinion, General, of
any one,’ said Beauclerc.

¢For my own part, I am glad of that, said Lady Cecilia,
rising; ‘and I advise you, Granville, to rest content with the
General’s opinion of yourself, and say no more.’

¢But,’ said Beauclerc; ‘one cannot be content to think
only of oneself always.’

¢Say no more, say no more,’ repeated Lady Cecilia,
smiling as she looked back from the door, where she had
stopped the General. ¢ For my sake say no more, I entreat; I
do dislike to hear so much said about anything or anybody.
‘What sort of a road is it to Old Forest 2’ continued she ; ¢why
should not we ladies go with you, my dear Clarendon, to
enliven the way ?’

Clarendon’s countenance brightened at this proposal. The
road was certainly beautiful, he said, by the banks of the
Thames. Lady Cecilia and the General left the room, but
Beauclerc remained sitting at the breakfast-table, apparently
intently occupied in forming a tripod of three tea-spoons ;
Lady Davenant opposite to him, looking at him earnestly.
¢ Granville !” said she. He started. ¢Granville! set my mind
at ease by one word, tell me the mot d’énigme of this sudden
friendship.’

¢Not what you suppose,’ said he steadily, yet colouring
deeply. ¢The fact is, that Beltravers and 1 were school-
fellows ; a generous little fellow he was as ever was born; he
got me out of a sad scrape once at his own expense, and I can
never forget it We had never met since we left Eton, till
about three weeks ago in town, when I found him in great
difficulties, persecuted too, by a party—I could not turn my
back on him—I would rather be shot !’

¢ No immediate necessity for being shot, my dear Granville,
I hope,’ said Lady Davenant ‘But if this be indeed a//, 1
will never say another word agaimst your Lord Beltravers; 1
will leave it to you to find out his character, or to time to show
it. I shall be quite satisfied that you throw away your money,
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enjoyment. The General, twice a man on horseback, as he
always felt himself, managed his own and Helen’s horse to
admiration, and Cecilia, riding on with Beauclerc, was well
pleased to hear his first observation, that he had been quite
wrong last night, in not acknowledging that Miss Stanley was
beautiful. ‘People look so different by daylight and by
candlelight,’ said he; ‘and so different when one does not
know them at all, and when one begins to know something of
them.

¢ But what can you know yet of Helen ?’

¢ One forms some idea of character from trifles light as air.
How delightful this day is !’

¢ And now you really allow she may be called beautiful ?’

¢Yes, that is, with some expression of mind, heart, soul,
which is what I look for in general,’ said Beauclerc.

¢ In general, what can you mean by in general ?’

¢ Not in particular ; in particular cases I might think—I
might feel—otherwise.’

¢ In particular, then, do you like fools that have no mind,
heart, or soul, Granville? Answer me.’

¢ Take care,’ said he, ¢that horse is too spirited for a lady.’

¢Not for me,” said Lady Cecilia; ‘but do not think you
shall get off so; what did you mean ?’

¢ My meaning lies too deep for the present occasion.’

¢ For the present company—eh ?°’

Beauclerc half smiled and answered—* You know you used
to tell me that you hated long discussions on words and nice
distinctions.’

¢Well, well, but let me have the nice distinction now.’

¢ Between love and friendship, then, there is a vast differ-
ence in what one wishes for in a woman’s face; there are
¢« faces which pale passion loves.”’

¢To the right, turn,’ the General’s voice far behind was
heard to say.

To the right they turned, into a glade of the park, which
opened to a favourite view of the General’s, to which Cecilia
knew that all attention must be paid. He came up, and they
proceeded through a wood which had been planted by his
father, and which seemed destined to stand for ever secure
from sacrilegious axe. The road led them next into a village,
one of the prettiest of that sort of scattered English villages,
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He smiled.

¢It is always permitted,’ continued Cecilia, ‘to woman to
use her intellects so far as to comprehend what man says ; her
knowledge, of whatever sort, never comes amiss when it serves
only to illustrate what is said by one of the lords of the creation.
Let us note this, my dear Helen, as a general maxim, for
future use, and pray, since you have so good a memory, re-
member to tell mamma, who says I never generalise, that this
morning I have actually made and established a philosophical
maxim, one that may be of some use too, which cannot be
said of all reflections, general or particular.’

They rode on through a lane bright and fragrant with prim-
roses and violets ; gradually winding, this lane opened at last
upon the beautiful banks of the Thames, whose ¢silver bosom’
appeared at once before them in the bright sunshine, silent,
flowing on, seeming, as Beauclerc said, as if it would for ever
flow on unaltered in full, broad, placid dignity. ¢Here,’ he
exclaimed, as they paused to contemplate the view, ¢the
throng of commerce, the ponderous barge, the black steam-
boat, the hum and din of business, never have violated the
mighty current. No lofty bridge insultingly overarches it,
no stone-built wharf confines it; nothing but its own banks,
coeval with itself, and, like itself, uncontaminated by the petty
uses of mankind !—they spread into large parks, or are hung
with thick woods, as nature wills. No citizen’s box, no chi-
mera villa destroys the idea of repose; but nature, uninter-
rupted, carries on her own operations in field, and flood, and
tree.

The General, less poetically inclined, would name to Helen
all the fine places within view—¢ Residences,” as he practi-
cally remarked, ¢such as cannot be seen in any country in the
world but England ; and not only fine places such as these,
but from the cottage to the palace—¢the homes of Old Eng-
land ” are the best homes upon earth.’

¢The most candid and sensible of all modern French tra-
vellers,’ said Beauclerc, ‘was particularly struck with the
superiority of our English country residences, and the comfort
of our homes.’

¢You mean M. de Sta&l?’ said the General ; ¢ true English
sense in that book, I allow.’

When the General and Beauclerc did agree in opinion about
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¢Old Forest!’ exclaimed the General; ¢ Old Forest, now
no more! Many a happy hour, when I was a boy, have I
spent shooting in those woods,” and he pointed to where in-
numerable stumps of trees, far as the eye could reach, marked
where the forest had once stood : some of the white circles on
the ground showed the magnificent size of those newly felled.
Beauclerc was quite silent.

The General led the way on to the great gate of entrance :
the porter’s lodge was in ruins.

A huge rusty padlock hung upon one of the gates, which
had been dragged half open, but, the hinge having sunk, there
it stuck—the gate could not be opened further. The other
could not be stirred without imminent hazard of bringing
down the pier on which it hung, and which was so crazy, the
groom said, ‘he was afraid, if he shook it never so little, all
would come down together.’

¢Let it alone,” said the General, in the tone of one re-
solved to be patient ; ¢there is room enough for us to get in
one by one—Miss Stanley, do not be in a hurry, if you
please ; follow me quietly.

In they filed. The avenue, overgrown with grass, would
have been difficult to find, but for deep old cart-ruts which
still marked the way. But soon, fallen trees, and lopped
branches, dragged many a rood and then left there, made it
difficult to pass. And there lay exposed the white bodies of
many a noble tree, some wholly, some half, stripped of their
bark, some green in decay, left to the weather—and every
here and there little smoking pyramids of burning charcoal.

As they approached the house—¢How changed,’ said
the General, ‘from that once cheerful hospitable mansion!’
It was a melancholy example of a deserted home: the
plaster dropping off, the cut stone green, the windows broken,
the shutters half shut, the way to the hall-door steps blocked
up. They were forced to go round through the yards. Coach-
houses and stables, grand ranges, now all dilapidated. Only
one yelping cur in the great kennel. The back-door being
ajar, the General pushed it open, and they went in, and on to
the great kitchen, where they found in the midst of wood
smoke one little old woman, whom they nearly scared out of
her remaining senses. She stood and stared. Beauclerc
stepped towards her to explain; but she was deaf ; he raised
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it a pity her young lord was not like him ; and while he dealt
with the lock, Lady Cecilia, saying they would trouble her no
further, slipped into her hand what she thought would be some
comfort. The poor old creature thanked her ladyship, but
said gold could be of no use to her now in life ; she should
soon let the parish bury her, and be no cost to the young lord.
She could forgive many things, she said, but she could never
forgive him for parting with the old pictures. She turned
away as the gallery-door opened.

One only old daub of a grandmother was there ; all the rest
had been sold, and their vacant places remained discoloured
on the walls. There were two or three dismembered old
chairs, the richly-dight windows broken, the floor rat-eaten.
The General stood and looked, and did not sigh, but absolutely
groaned. They went to the shattered glass door, which looked
out upon the terrace—that terrace which had cost thousands
of pounds to raise, and he called Cecilia to show her the place
where the youngsters used to play, and to point out some of
his favourite haunts,

¢It is most melancholy to see a family-place so gone to
ruin,’ said Beauclerc; ¢if it strikes us so much, what must
it be to the son of this family, to come back to the house of
his ancestors, and find it thus desolate! Poor Beltravers !’

The expression of the General’s eye changed.

¢] am sure you must pity him, my dear General, con
tinued Beauclerc. :

¢I might, had he done anything to prevent, or had he
done less to hasten, this ruin.’

¢How? he should not have cut down the trees, do you
mean ?—but it was to pay his father’s debts——’

¢ And his own,’ said the General.

¢ He told me his father’s, sir.’

¢And I tell you his own.’

¢ Even so,’ said Beauclerc, ¢debts are not crimes for which
we ought to shut the gates of mercy on our fellow-creatures—
and so young a man as Beltravers, left to himself, without a
home, his family abroad, no parent, no friend—no guardian
friend.’

¢But what is it you would do, Beauclerc?’ said the
General.

¢What you must wish to be done, said Beauclerc.
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¢To one who can take care of his own honour,’ said the
General.

¢And of mine, I trust.’

¢You do well to trust it, as your father did, to me: it shall
not be implicat ?

¢ When once I am of age,’ interrupted Beauclerc.

¢You will do as you please,’ said the General. ¢In the
meantime I shall do my duty.’

¢ But, sir, I only ask you to let me Zend this money.’

¢Lend—nonsense ! lend to a man who cannot give any
security.’

¢ Security !’ said Beauclerc, with a look of unutterable
contempt. ¢When a friend is in distress, to talk to him like
an attorney, of security! Do, pray, sir, spare me that. 1
would rather give the money at once.’

¢ I make no doubt of it ; then at once I say No, sir.’

¢No, sir ! and why do you say no ?’

¢ Because 1 think it my duty, and nothing 1 have heard has
at all shaken my opinion.’

¢Opinion ! and so I am to be put down by opinion, with-
out any reason !’ cried Beauclerc. Then trying to command
his temper, ¢ But tell me, my dear General, why I cannot have
this cursed money ?’

¢Because, my dear Beauclerc, I am your guardian, and
can say no, and can adhere to a refusal as firmly as any man
living, when it is necessary.’

¢ Yes, and when it is unnecessary. General Clarendon, ac-
cording to your own estimate, fifteen thousand pounds is the
utmost sum requisite to put this house in a habitable state—
by that sum I abide !’

¢ Abide !’

‘Yes, I require it, to keep my promise to Beltravers, and
have it I MUST.

¢ Not from me.’

¢ From some one else then, for have it I WILL.

‘Dearest Clarendon,” whispered Lady Cecilia, ‘let him
have it, since he has promised !

Without seeming to hear her whisper, without a muscle of
his countenance altering, General Clarendon repeated, ¢ Not
from me.’

¢ From some one else then—1I can.’
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any consequence [ ever made you—say yes.’ Beauclerc
trembled with impatience.

¢ No,’ said the General, ‘I have said it—No.’

The gallery rang with the sound.

¢ No !’ repeated Beauclerc.

Each walked separately up and down the room, speaking
without listening to what the other said. Helen heard an
offer from Beauclerc, to which she extremely wished that the
General had listened. But he was deaf with determination
not to yield to anything Beauclerc could say further; the
noise of passion in their ears was too great for either of them
to hear the other.

Suddenly turning, Beauclerc exclaimed,—

¢ Borne with me, do you say? ’Tis I that have to bear
—and by heavens !’ cried he, ‘more than I can—than I will
—bear. Before to-morrow’s sun goes down I will have the
money.’

¢ From whom ?’

¢From any money-lending Jew — usurer — extortioner—
cheat—rascal—whatever he be. You drive me to it—you—
you my friend—you, with whom I have dealt so openly; and
to the last it shall be open. To no vile indirections will I
stoop. I tell you, my guardian, that if you deny me my own,
I will have what I want from the Jews.’

¢Easily,’ said his guardian. ¢But first, recollect that a
clause in your father’s will, in such case, sends his estates to
your cousin Venables.’

¢To my cousin Venables let them go—all—all; if such
be your pleasure, sir, be it so. The lowest man on earth that
has feeling keeps his promise. The slave has a right to his
word! Ruin me if you will, and as soon as you please;
disgrace me you cannot ; bend my spirit you cannot ; ruin in
any shape I will meet, rather than submit to such a guardian,
such a )

Tyrant he was on the point of saying, but Lady Cecilia
stopped that word by suddenly seizing upon his arm : forcibly
she carried him off, saying, ¢ Come out with me on the terrace,
Granville, and recover your senses.’

¢My senses ! 1 have never lost them ; never was cooler in
my life, said he, kicking open the glass door upon its first
resistance, and shattering its remaining panes to fragments,
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¢I heard him,’ said Helen, ¢I assure you : it was when you
were both walking up and down the room.’

¢ This may be so, I was angry #en,’ said the General.

¢ But you are not angry now,’ said Helen.

He smiled, and in truth he desired nothing more than an
honourable loophole—a safe way of coming off without injury
to his ward—without hurting his own pride, or derogating
from the dignity of guardian. Helen saw this, and, thanking
him for his condescension, his kindness, in listening to her, she
hastened as quickly as possible, lest the relenting moment might
not be seized ; and running out on the terrace, she saw Beauclerc,
his head down upon his arms, leaning upon an old broken stone
lion, and Lady Cecilia standing beside him, commiserating ;
and as she approached, she heard her persuading him to go
to the General, and speak to him again, and say so—only say so.

Whatever it was, Helen did not stay to inquire, but told
Cecilia, in as few words as she could, all that she had to say ;
and ended with ¢ Was I right?’

¢ Quite right, was not she, Granville ?’

Beauclerc looked up—a gleam of hope and joy came across
his face, and, with one grateful look to Helen, he darted
forward. They followed, but could not keep pace with him;
and when they reached the gallery, they found him appealing,
as to a father, for pardon.

¢ Can you forgive, and will you?’

¢ Forgive my not hearing you, not listening to you, as your
father would ? My dear Beauclerc, you were too hot, and I
was too cold ; and there is an end of it.’

This reconciliation was as quick, as warm, as the quarrel
had been. And then explanations were made, as satisfactorily
as they are when the parties are of good understanding, and
depend on each other’s truth, past, present, and future.

Beauclerc, whose promise all relied on, and for reasons good,
none more implicitly than the General, promised that he would
ask for no more than just what would do to put this Old Forest
house in habitable trim; he said he would give up the new
house for himself| till as many thousands as he now lent, spent,
or wasted—take which word you will-—should be again accumu-
lated from his income. It was merely a sacrifice of his own
vanity, and perhaps a little of his own comfort, he said, to save
a friend, a human being, from destruction.
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¢ Well, well, let it rest so.’

It was all settled, witness present—¢two angels to witness,’
as Beauclerc quoted from some old play.

And now in high good-humour, up again to nonsense pitch,
they all felt that delightful relief of spirits, of which friends,
after perilous quarrel, are sensible in perfect reconciliation.
They left this melancholy mansion now, with Beauclerc the
happiest of the happy, in the generous hope that he should be
the restorer of its ancient glories and comfort. The poor old
woman was not forgotten as they passed, she courtesying, hoping,
and fearing : Lady Cecilia whispered, and the deaf ear heard,

¢The roof will not fall—all will be well : and there is the
man that will do it all.’

¢Well, well, my heart inclined to him from the first—at
least from the minute I knew him not to be my young lord.’

They were to go home by water. The boat was in readiness,
and, as Beauclerc carefully handed Helen into it, the General
said — ¢ Yes, you are right to take care of Miss Stanley,
Beauclerc ; she is a good friend in need, at least, as I have
found this morning,’ added he, as he seated himself beside her.

Lady Cecilia was charming, and everything was delightful,
especially the cold chicken.

CHAPTER XI

No two people could be more unlike in their habits of mind
than this guardian and ward. General Clarendon referred in
all cases to old experience, and dreaded innovation ; Beauclerc
took for his motto, ¢ My mind leadeth me to new things.’
General Clarendon was what is commonly called a practical
man ; Granville Beauclerc was the flower of theorists. The
General, fit for action, prompt and decided in all his judgments,
was usually right and just in his conclusions—but if wrong,
there was no setting him right ; for he not only would not, but
could not, go back over the ground—he could not give in words
any explanation of his process of reasoning—it was enough for
him that it was right, and that it was 4#s,; while Beauclerc,
who cared not for any man’s opinion, was always so ingeniously
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and Beauclerc found in Lady Davenant the very friend he
wanted and wished for most ardently—one whose mind would
not blench at any moral danger, would never shrink from truth
in any shape, but, calm and self-possessed, would examine
whether it were indeed truth, or only a phantom assuming her
form. Besides, there was in Lady Davenant towards Beau-
clerc a sort of maternal solicitude and kindness, of which the
effect was heightened by her dignified manner and pride of
character. She, in the first place, listened to him patiently ;
she, who could talk, would listen : this was, as she said, her
first merit in his estimation. To her he poured forth all those
doubts, of which she was wise enough not to make crimes:
she was sure of his honourable intentions, certain that there
was no underhand motive, no bad passion, no concealed vice,
or disposition to vice, beneath his boasted freedom from
prejudice, to be justified or to be indulged by getting rid of
the restraints of principle. Had there been any danger of this
sort, which with young men who profess themselves w/fra-
liberal is usually the case, she would have joined in his
guardian’s apprehensions ; but in fact Beauclerc, instead of
being ¢le philosophe sans le savoir, was ¢ le bon enfant sans le
savoir’ ; for, while he questioned the rule of right in all his
principles, and while they were held in abeyance, his good
habits and good natural disposition held fast and stood him in
stead ; while Lady Davenant, by slow degrees, brought him to
define his terms, and presently to see that he had been merely
saying old things in new words, and that the systems which
had dazzled him as novelties were old to older eyes; in short,
that he was merely a resurrectionist of obsolete heresies, which
had been gone over and over again at various long-past
periods, and over and over again abandoned by the common
sense of mankind: so that, after puzzling and wandering a
weary way in the dark labyrinth he had most ingeniously made
for himself, he saw light, followed it, and at length, making
his way out, was surprised, and sorry perhaps, to perceive that
it was the common light of day.

It is of great consequence to young enthusiastic tyros, like
Beauclerc, to have safe friends to whom they can talk of their
opinions privately, otherwise they will talk their ingenious
nonsense publicly, and so they bind themselves, or are bound,
to the stake, and live or die martyrs to their own follies.
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what was to be done, Lady Cecilia immediately gave it to
Helen, repeating, ¢ Never drew a regular plan in my life, you
know, my dear, you must do this’; so that Helen’s pencil and
her patience were in constant requisition. Then came apologies
from Beauclerc, and regrets at taking up her time, all which
led to an intimacy that Lady Cecilia took care to keep up by
frequent visits to Old Forest, so that Helen was necessarily
joined in all his present pursuits.

During one of these visits they were looking over some old
furniture which Lord Beltravers had commissioned Beauclerc
to have disposed of at some neighbouring auction. There was
one curiously-carved oak arm-chair, belonging to ¢the old old
gentleman of all’ which the old woman particularly regretted
should go. She had sewn it up in a carpet, and when it came
out, Helen was struck with its likeness to a favourite chair of
her uncle’s ; many painful recollections occurred to her, and
tears came into her eyes. Ashamed of what appeared so like
affectation, she turned away, that her tears might not be seen,
and when Cecilia, following her, insisted on knowing what was
the matter, she left Helen immediately to the old woman, and
took the opportunity of telling Beauclerc all about Dean
Stanley, and how Helen was an heiress and no heiress, and
her having determined to give up all her fortune to pay her
uncle’s debts. There was a guardian, too, in the case, who
would not consent; and, in short, a parallelism of circum-
stances, a similarity of generous temper, and all this she
thought must interest Beauclerc—and so it did. But yet its
being told to him would have gone against his nice notions of
delicacy, and Helen would have been ruined in his opinion
had he conceived that it had been revealed to him with her
consent and connivance. She came back before Lady Cecilia
had quite finished, and a few words which she heard made
her aware of the whole. The blush of astonishment—the
glance of indignation—which she gave at Lady Cecilia, settled
Beauclerc’s opinion; and Cecilia was satisfied that she had
done her friend good service against her will; and as to the
means thought she—what signifies going back to consider
when they succeed ?

The Collingwoods gladly availed themselves of Lady Cecilia
Clarendon’s kind invitation, as they were both most anxious to
take leave of Helen Stanley before their departure. They
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And Helen, had she too set out upon that easy convenient
road of friendship? She did not think about the road, but
she felt that it was very agreeable, and thought it was quite
safe, as she went on so smoothly and easily. She could not
consider Mr. Beauclerc as a new acquaintance, because she
had heard so much about him. He was completely one of the
family, so that she, as part of that family, could not treat him
as a stranger. Her happiness, she was sensible, had much
increased since his arrival ; but so had everybody’s. He gave
a new spring, a new interest, to everything ; added so much
to the life of life; his sense and his nonsense were each of
them good in their kind; and they were of various kinds,
from the high sublime of metaphysics to the droll realities
of life. But everybody blaming, praising, scolding, laughing
af, or with him, he was necessary to all, and with all, for
some reason or other, a favourite.

But the General was always as impatient as Lady Cecilia
herself both of his hypercriticism and of his never-ending
fancies, each of which Beauclerc pursued with an eagerness
and abandoned with a facility which sorely tried the General’s
equanimity.

One day, after having ridden to Old Forest, General Cla-
rendon returned chafed. He entered the library, talking to
Cecilia, as Helen thought, about his horse.

¢No managing him! Curb him ever so little, and he is on
his hind-legs directly. Give him his head, put the bridle on
his neck, and he stands still; does not know which way he
would go, or what he would do. The strangest fellow for a
rational creature.’

Now it was clear it was of Beauclerc that he spoke. ¢So
rash and yet so resolute,” continued the General.

¢How is that?’ said Lady Davenant.

¢I do not know how, but so it is,’ said the General. ¢As
you know,’ appealing to Helen and to Lady Cecilia, ‘he was
ready to run me through till he had his own way about that
confounded old house ; and now there are all the workmen at
a stand, because Mr. Beauclerc cannot decide what he will
have done or undone.’

¢Oh, it is my fault!’ cried Helen, with the guilty re-
collection of the last alteration not having been made yesterday
in drawing the working plan, and she hastened to look for it
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thanked her, and was off directly. Cecilia then came to
divert herself with looking at Beauclerc’s scribbled plan, and
she read the notes aloud for her mother’s amusement. It was
a sketch of a dramatical, metaphysical, entertainment, of which
half a dozen proposed titles had been scratched out, and there
was finally left ¢Tarquin the Optimist, or the Temple of
Destiny.’ It was from an old story begun by Laurentius Valla,
and continued by Leibnitz ;—she read,

¢« Acti. Scene 1. Sextus Tarquin goes to consult the Oracle,
who jforetells the crime ke is to commit.”

¢ And then,’ cried Lady Cecilia, ¢ come measures of old and
new front of Old Forest house, wings included. Now he goes
on with his play.

$ <« Tarquin's complaint to Jupiter of the Oracle—Modern
Predestination compared to Ancient Destiny.”

¢ And here,’ continued Cecilia, ¢come prices of Norway deal
and a great blot, and then we have “ jJupiter's answer that
Sextus may avoid his doom if ke pleases, by staying away from
Rome; but ke does not please to do so, because he must then
renounce the crown. Good speech kere on vanity, and in-
consistency of human wishes.”

¢ ¢ Kitchen 23 ft. by 21. Query with hobs ?”

¢I cannot conceive, my dear Helen,’ continued Lady Cecilia,
‘how you could make the drawing out through all this,’ and
she continued to read,

¢ ¢« Scene 3rd.

¢« High Priest of Delphi asks Jupiter why he did not give
Sextus a better WILL P—why not MAKE /im choose to give up
the crown, rather than commit the crime? Jupiter refuses to
answer, and sends the High Priest to consult Minerva at
Athens.”

¢“N.B. Old woman at Old Forest, promised her an oven,”
— ¢ Leibnits gives »

¢Oh! if he goes to Leibnitz,’ said Lady Cecilia, ¢ he will be
too grand for me, but it will do for you, mamma.

$ < Leibnits gives in his Temple of the Destinies a repre-
sentation of every possible universe from the worst to the best
—This could not be done on the stage”

¢Very true indeed,’ said Lady Cecilia, ¢ but, Helen, listen,
Granville has really found an ingenious resource.

¢ By Ombres Chinoises, suppose; or a gauze curtain, as in
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ideas rise at the sight of that autograph ! who can look at it
without some emotion ?’

Helen could not. Beauclerc in a tone of raillery said he
was sure, from the eager interest Miss Stanley took in these
autographs, that she would in time become a collector herself ;
and he did not doubt that he should see her with a valuable
museum, in which should be preserved the old pens of great
men, that of Cardinal Chigi, for instance, who boasted that he
wrote with the same pen for fifty years.

¢And by that boast you know,” said Lady Davenant,
‘convinced the Cardinal de Retz that he was not a great,
but a very little man. We will not have that pen in Helen’s
museum.’

‘Why not ?’ Beauclerc asked ; ‘it was full as well worth
having as many of the relics to be found in most young ladies’
and even old gentlemen’s museums. It was quite sufficient
whether a man had been great or little that he had been
talked of,—that he had been something of a /foz—to make
anything belonging to him valuable to collectors, who pre-
serve and worship even ¢ the parings of lions’ claws.”’

That class of indiscriminate collectors Helen gave up to his
ridicule ; still he was not satisfied. He went on to the whole
class of “lion-hunters,” as he called them, condemning indis-
criminately all those who were anxious to see celebrated
people ; he hoped Miss Stanley was not one of that class.

¢ No, not a lion-hunter,” said Helen ; she hoped she never
should be one of that set, but she confessed she had a great
desire to see and to know distinguished persons, and she
hoped that this sort of curiosity, or, as she would rather call
it, enthusiasm, was not ridiculous, and did not deserve to be
confounded with the mere trifling vulgar taste for sight-seeing
and lion-hunting.

Beauclerc half smiled, but, not answering immediately,
Lady Davenant said that for her part she did not consider
such enthusiasm as ridiculous; on the contrary, she liked it,
especially in young people. I consider the warm admiration
of talent and virtue in youth as a promise of future excellence
in maturer age.’

¢ And yet, said Beauclerc, ¢ the maxim * not to admire” is,
I believe, the most approved in philosophy, and in practice is
the great secret of happiness in this world.’

127






HELEN

for being hackneyed, but for having been these hundred years
the comfort both of lean-jawed envy and fat mediocrity.’

He took up one of Helen’s pencils and began to cut it—he
looked vexed, and low to her observed, ¢Lady Davenant did
not do me the honour to let me finish my sentence.’

¢ Then,’ said Helen, ¢if Lady Davenant misunderstood you,
why do not you explain ?’

¢No, no, it is not worth while, if she could so mistake me.’

¢ But anybody may be mistaken ; do explain.’

¢No, no,/ said he, very diligently cutting the pencil to
pieces ; ¢she is engaged, you see, with somebody—something
else.’

¢ But now she has done listening.’

¢No, no, not now ; there are too many people, and it’s of no
consequence.’

By this time the company were all eagerly talking of every
remarkable person they had seen, or that they regretted not
having seen. Lady Cecilia now called upon each to name the
man among the celebrated of modern days whom they should
most like to have seen. By acclamation they all named Sir
Walter Scott, ¢ The Ariosto of the North !”’

All but Beauclerc; he did not join the general voice ; he
said low to Helen with an air of disgust—*¢ How tired I am of
hearing him called “ The Ariosto of the North !”’

‘But by whatever name,’ said Helen, ¢surely you join in
that general wish to have seen him?’

‘Yes, yes, I am sure of your vote,’ cried Lady Cecilia,
coming up to them. ¢You, Granville, would rather have seen
Sir Walter Scott than any author since Shakespeare—would
not you ?’

¢ Pardon me, on the contrary, I am glad that I have never
seen him.’

¢Glad not to have seen him \—=znoz 2’

The word not was repeated with astonished incredulous
emphasis by all voices. ¢Glad not to have seen Sir Walter
Scott! How extraordinary! What can Mr. Beauclerc
mean ?’

¢To make us all stare said Lady Davenant, ‘so do not
gratify him. Do not wonder at him ; we cannot believe what
is impossible, you know, only because it is impossible. But,’
continued she, laughing, ‘I know how it is. The spirit of
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man as he is, with all his faults, but with his redeeming
virtues—the world as it goes, with all its compensating good
and evil, yet making each man better contented with his lot.
‘Without our well knowing how, the whole tone of our minds is
raised—for, thinking nobly of our kind, he makes us think
more nobly of ourselves !’

Helen, who had sympathised with Beauclerc in every word
he had said, felt how true it is that

—— Next to genius, is the power
Of feeling where true genius lies.

¢Yet after all this, Granville said Lady Cecilia, ¢you
would make us believe you never wished to have seen this
great man ?’

Beauclerc made no answer.

¢Oh, how I wish I had seen him!’ said Helen to Lady
Davenant, the only person present who had had that happiness.

¢If you have seen Raeburn’s admirable pictures, or Chan-
trey’s speaking bust,’ replied Lady Davenant, ‘you have as
complete an idea of Sir Walter Scott as painting or sculpture
can give. The first impression of his appearance and manner
was surprising to me, I recollect, from its quiet, unpretending
good nature ; but scarcely had that impression been made
before I was struck with something of the chivalrous courtesy
of other times. In his conversation you would have found all
that is most delightful in all his works—the combined talent
and knowledge of the historian, novelist, antiquary, and poet.
He recited poetry admirably, his whole face and figure kindling
as he spoke : but whether talking, reading, or reciting, he never
tired me, even with admiring ; and it is curious that, in con-
versing with him, I frequently found myself forgetting that I
was speaking to Sir Walter Scott; and what is even more
extraordinary, forgetting that Sir Walter Scott was speaking to
me, till I was awakened to the conviction by his saying some-
thing which no one else could have said. Altogether he was
certainly the most perfectly agreeable and perfectly amiable
great man I ever knew.’

¢And now, mamma,’ said Lady Cecilia, ‘do make Gran-
ville confess honestly he would give the world to have seen
him., .

¢Do, Lady Davenant,’ said Helen, who saw, or thought

131












HELEN

of those blessed illusions, which make the real happiness of
life. Let me preserve the objects of my idolatry ; I would not
approach too near the shrine ; I fear too much light:; : I would
not know that they were false 1’

¢Would you then be deceived ?’ said Lady Davenant.

‘Yes,’ cried he; ¢sooner would I believe in all the fables of
the Talmud than be without the ecstasy of veneration. It is
the curse of age to be thus miserably disenchanted ; to outlive
all our illusions, all our hopes. That may be my doom in age,
but, in youth, the high spring-time of existence, I will not be
cursed with such a premature ossification of the heart. Oh!
rather, ten thousand times rather, would I die this instant !’

¢Well! but there is not the least occasion for your dying,’
said Lady Davenant, ¢ and 1 am seriously surprised that you
should suffer so much from such slight causes; how will you
ever get through the world if you stop thus to weigh every
light word ?’

¢The words of most people,’ replied he, ¢pass by me like
the idle wind ; but I do weigh every word from the very few
whom I esteem, admire, and love ; with my friends, perhaps,
I am too susceptible, I love them so deeply.’

This is an excuse for susceptibility of temper which flatters
friends too much to be easily rejected. Even Lady Davenant
admitted it, and Helen thought it was all natural.

CHAPTER XIII

LaDyY CECILIA was now impatient to have the house filled with
company. She gave Helen a catalogue raisonné of all who
were expected at Clarendon Park, some for a fashionable three
days’ visit ; some for a week ; some for a fortnight or three
weeks, be the same more or less. ¢I have but one fixed
principle,’ said she, ¢but I %ave one,—never to have tiresome
people when it can possibly be avoided. Impossible, you
know, it is sometimes. One’s own and one’s husband’s
relations one must have; but, as for the rest, it's one’s own
fault if one fails in the first and last maxim of hospitality—to
welcome the coming and speed the parting guest.’
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the prime, when first introduced into society, yet not expected,
not called upon to take a part in it, they, as standers-by, may
see not only all the play, but the characters of the players,
and may learn more of life and of human nature in a few
months than afterwards in years, when they are themselves
actors upon the stage of life, and become engrossed by their
own parts. There is a time, before the passions are awakened,
when the understanding, with all the life of nature, fresh from
all that education can do to develop and cultivate, is at once
eager to observe and able to judge, for a brief space blessed
with the double advantages of youth and age. This time once
gone is lost irreparably ; and how often it is lost—in premature
vanity, or premature dissipation !

Helen had been chiefly educated by a man, and a very
sensible man, as Dean Stanley certainly was in all but money
matters. Under his masculine care, while her mind had been
brought forward on some points, it had been kept back on
others, and while her understanding had been cultivated, it
had been done without the aid of emulation or competition ;
not by touching the springs of pride, but by opening sources
of pure pleasure; and this pure pleasure she now enjoyed,
grateful to that dear uncle.

For the single inimitable grace of simplicity which she
possessed, how many mothers, governesses, and young ladies
themselves, willingly, when they see how much it charms,
would too late exchange half the accomplishments, all the
acquirements, so laboriously achieved !

Beauclerc, who had seen something of the London female
world, was, both from his natural taste and from contrast,
pleased with Helen’s fresh and genuine character, and he
sympathised with all her silent delight. He never interrupted
her in her enthusiastic contemplation of the great stars, but he
would now and then seize an interval of rest to compare her
observations with his own; anxious to know whether she
estimated their relative magnitude and distances as he did.
These snatched moments of comparison and proof of agree-
ment in their observations, or the pleasure of examining the
causes of their difference of opinion, enhanced the enjoyment
of this brilliant fortnight ; and not a cloud obscured the deep
serene.

Notwithstanding all the ultra-refined nonsense Beauclerc
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out of the window at the departing guests, and, as each drove
off, he gave to each his coup de patte. To Helen, to whom it
was new, it was wonderful to see how each, even of those next
in turn to go, enjoyed the demolition of those who were just
gone ; how, blind to fate, they laughed, applauded, and licked
the hand just raised to strike themselves. Of the first who
went—*¢ Most respectable people,’ said Lady Cecilia ; ¢ a donne
mére de famille.)

¢ Most respectable people!’ repeated Horace — ¢most
respectable people, old coach and all’ And then, as another
party drove off—¢ No fear of anything truly respectable here.’

¢ Now, Horace, how can you say so ?—she is so amiable
and so clever.

¢ So clever? only, perhaps, a thought too fond of English
liberty and French dress. Poissarde bien coiffée’

¢ Poissarde ! of one of the best-born, best-bred women in
England |’ cried Lady Cecilia ; ¢dien coifie 1 allow.

¢ Lady Cecilia is sz coiffée de sa belle amie that 1 see I must
not say a word against her, till—the fashion changes. But,
hark ! I hear a voice I never wish to hear.’

¢Yet nobody is better worth hearing. )

¢Oh yes, the queen of the Blues—the Blue Devils !’

¢ Hush !’ cried the aide-de-camp, ‘she is coming in to take
leave.’

Then, as the queen of the Blue Devils entered, Mr.
Churchill, in the most humbly respectful manner, begged—
¢ My respects—I trust your Grace will do me the favour—the
justice to remember me to all your party who—do me the
honour to bear me in mind’—then, as she left the room, he
turned about and laughed.

¢Oh ! you sad, false man !’ cried the lady next in turn to
go. I declare, Mr. Churchill, though I laugh, I am quite
afraid to go off before you.’

¢Afraid! what could malice or envy itself find to say of
your ladyship, fnfacte as you are? JIntacte!’ repeated he, as she
drove off, ¢intacte /—a well-chosen epithet, I flatter myself !’

¢Yes, #nfacle—untouched—above the breath of slander,’
cried Lady Cecilia.

¢ I know it : so I say,’ replied Churchill: ¢fidelity that has
stood all temptations—to which it has ever been exposed ; and
her husband is——’
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Lady Davenant, seated himself, and taking up a book as if he
was tired of folly, to which he had merely condescended, he
sat and read, and then sat and thought, the book hanging from
his hand.

The result of these profound thoughts he gave to the public,
not to the aide-de-camp ; no more of the little popgun pellets
of wits—but now were brought out reason and philosophy. In
a higher tone he now reviewed the literary, philosophical, and
political world, with touches of La Bruyére and Rochefoucauld
in the characters he drew and in the reflections he made ; with
an air, too, of sentimental contrition for his own penetration
and fine moral sense, which compelled him to see and to be
annoyed by the faults of such superior men.

The analysis he made of every mind was really perfect—in
one respect, not a grain of bad but was separated from the
good, and held up clean and clear to public view. And as an
anatomist he showed such knowledge both of the brain and of
the heart, such an admirable acquaintance with all their
diseases, and handled the probe and the scalpel so well, with
such a practised hand !

¢Well, really this is comfortable, said Lord Davenant,
throwing himself back in his arm-chair — ¢true English
comfort, to sit at ease and see all one’s friends so well
dissected! Happy to feel that it is our duty to our neighbour
to see him well cut up—ably anatomised for the good of
society ; and when I depart—when my time comes—as come
it must, nobody is to touch me but Professor Churchill. It
will be a satisfaction to know that I shall be carved as a dish
fit for gods, not hewed as a carcase for hounds. So now
remember, Cecilia, I call on you to witness—I hereby, being of
sound mind and body, leave and bequeath. my character, with all
my defects and deficiencies whatever, and all and any singular
curious diseases of the mind, of which I may die possessed,
wishing the same many for his sake,—to my good friend
Doctor Horace Churchill, professor of moral, philosophic, and
scandalous anatomy, to be by him dissected at his good
pleasure for the benefit of society.’

¢ Many thanks, my good lord ; and I accept your legacy for
the honour—mnot the value of the gift, which everybody must
be sensible is nothing,’ said Churchill, with a polite bow—*ab-
solutely nothing. I shall never be able to make anything of it.’
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walked round the room in a course of critical observation on
the pictures, of which, as of everything else, he was a supreme
judge. Atlast he put his eye and his glass down to something
which singularly attracted his attention on one of the marble
tables.

¢ Pretty !’ said Lady Cecilia, ¢ pretty are not they ?—though
one’s so tired of them everywhere now—those doves !’

¢ Doves !’ said Churchill, ‘what I am admiring are gloves,
are not they, Miss Stanley ?’ said he, pointing to an old pair of
gloves, which, much wrinkled and squeezed together, lay on
the beautiful marble in rather an unsightly lump.

¢ Poor Doctor V ,’ cried Helen to Cecilia; ¢that poor
Doctor V. is as absent as ever! he is gone, and has for-
gotten his gloves !’

¢Absent ! oh, as ever!’ said Lady Cecilia, going on with
her note, ¢the most absent man alive.’

¢ Too much of that sort of thing I think there is in Doctor
V. ,’ pursued Churchill: ¢a touch of absence of mind,
giving the idea of high abstraction, becomes a learned man
well enough ; but then it should only be slight, as a soupgon
of rouge, which may become a pretty woman : all depends on
the measure, the taste, with which these things are managed—
put on.’

¢There is nothing managed, nothing puf on, in Doctor
V- > cried Helen eagerly, her colour rising ; ‘it is all per-
fectly sincere, true in him, whatever it be.’

Beauclerc put down his book.

¢All perfectly true! You really think so, Miss Stanley?’
said Churchill smiling, and looking superior down.

¢1 do, indeed,’ cried Helen.

¢Charming—so young! How I do love that freshness of
mind !’

¢ Impertinent fellow! I could knock him down,’ felt Beau-
clerc.

¢And you think all Doctor V. ’s humility true?’ said
Churchill.

‘Yes, perfectly !’ said Helen; ‘but I do not wonder you
are surprised at it, Mr. Churchill.’

She meant no malice, though for a moment he thought she
did ; and he winced under Beauclerc’s smile.

¢I do not wonder that any one who does not know Doctor
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¢ Kind-hearted creature he is, I never heard him say a
severe word of any one,’ said Lady Cecilia.

¢What a sweet man he must be!’ said Horace, making a
face at which none present, not even Helen, could forbear to
smile. ¢His heart, I am sure, is in the right place always. I
only wish one could say the same of his wig. And would it
be amiss if he sometimes (I would not be too hard upon him,
Miss Stanley), once a fortnight, suppose—brushed, or caused
to be brushed, that coat of his ?’

¢You have dusted his jacket for him famously, Horace, I
think,’ said the aide-de-camp.

At this instant the door opened, and in came the doctor
himself.

Lady Cecilia’s hand was outstretched with her note, think-
ing, as the door opened, that she should see the servant come
in, for whom she had rung.

¢What surprises you all so, my good friends?’ said the
doctor, stopping and looking round in all his native simplicity.

¢My dear doctor,’ said Lady Cecilia, ‘only we all thought
you were gone—that’s all.’

¢And I am not gone, that’s all. I stayed to write a letter,
and am come here to Iook for—but 1 cannot find—my !

¢Your gloves, perhaps, doctor, you are looking for,” said
Churchill, going forward, and with an air of the greatest
respect and consideration, both for the gloves and for their
owner, he presented them ; then shook the doctor by the hand,
with a cordiality which the good soul thought truly English,
and, bowing him out, added, ‘How proud he had been to
make his acquaintance,—a# revoir, he hoped, in Park Lane.’

¢Oh you treacherous——!’ cried Lady Cecilia, turning to
Horace, as soon as the unsuspecting philosopher was fairly
gone. ‘Too bad really! If he were not the most simple-
minded creature extant, he must have seen, suspected, some-
thing from your look ; and what would have become of you if
the doctor had come in one moment sooner, and had heard
you. ? 1 was really frightened.’

¢ Frightened ! so was I, almost out of my wits,’ said Churchill.
¢ Les revenans always frighten one ; and they never hear any
good of themselves, for which reason I make it a principle,
when once I have left a room, full of friends especially, never
—never to go back. My gloves, my hat, my coat, I'd leave,
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sooner than lose my friends. Once I heard it said, by one
who knew the world and human nature better than any of
us—once I heard it said in jest, but in sober earnest I say,
that I would not for more than I am worth be placed, without
his knowing it, within earshot of my best friend.’

¢ What sort of a best friend can yours be ?’ cried Beauclerc.

¢Much like other people’s, I suppose, replied Horace,
speaking with perfect nonchalance—¢much like other people’s
best friends. Whosoever expects to find better, I guess, will
find worse, if he live in the world we live in.

¢May I go out of the world before I believe or suspect any
such thing !’ cried Beauclerc. ¢Rather than have the Roman
curse light upon me, “ May you survive all your friends and
relations !’ may I die a thousand times !’

¢ Who talks of dying, in a voice so sweet—a voice so loud ?’
said provoking Horace, in his calm, well-bred tone ; ¢for my
part, I who have the honour of speaking to you, can boast,
that never since I was of years of discretion (counting new
style, beginning at thirteen, of course)—never have I lost a
friend, a sincere friend—never, for this irrefragable reason—
since that nonage, never was I such a neophyte as to fancy I
had found that Juswus naturae, a friend perfectly sincere.’

¢How I pity you!’ cried Beauclerc, ¢if you are in earnest;
but in earnest you can’t be.’

¢Pardon me, I can, and I am. And in earnest you will
oblige me, Mr. Beauclerc, if you will spare me your pity : for,
all things in this world considered,” said Horace Churchill,
drawing himself up, ‘I do not conceive that I am much an
object of pity.” Then, turning upon his heel, he walked away,
conscious, however, half an instant afterwards, that he had
drawn himself up too high, and that for a moment his temper
had spoiled his tone, and betrayed him into a look and manner
too boastful, bordering on the ridiculous. He was in haste to
repair the error.

Not Garrick, in the height of his celebrity and of his sus-
ceptibility, was ever more anxious than Horace Churchill to
avert the stroke of ridicule—to guard against the dreaded
smile. As he walked away, he felt behind his back that those
he left were smiling in silence.

Lady Cecilia had thrown herself on a sofa, resting, after the
labour of Péloguence de billet. He stopped, and, leaning over
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he took it for granted these were Beauclerc’s ; there he was
mistaken, they were Lady Davenant’s. She was at her work-
table. Horace, book in hand, approached ; the book was not
in his line, it was more scientific than literary—it was for
posterity more than for the day ; he had only turned it over as
literary men turn over scientific books, to seize what may serve
for a new simile or a good allusion ; besides, among his philo-
sophical friends, the book being talked of, it was well to know
enough of it to have something to say, and he had said well,
very judiciously he had praised it among the elect ; but now it
was his fancy to depreciate it with all his might ; not that he
disliked the author or the work now more than he had done
before, but he was in the humour to take the opposite side
from Beauclerc, so he threw the book from him contemptuously.
¢Rather a slight hasty thing, in my opinion,’ said he.

Beauclerc’s eyes took fire as he exclaimed, ¢ Slight ! hasty !
this most noble, most solid work !’

¢Solid in your opinion,’ said Churchill, with a smile defe-
rential, slightly sneering.

¢Our own opinion is all that either of us can give,’ said
Beauclerc ; ¢in my opinion it is the finest view of the progress
of natural philosophy, the most enlarged, the most just in its
judgments of the past, and in its prescience of the future; in
the richness of experimental knowledge, in its theoretic inven-
tion, the greatest work by any one individual since the time of
Bacon.’

¢ And Bacon is under your protection, too ?’

¢ Protection ! my protection ?’ said Beauclerc.

¢ Pardon me, I simply meant to ask if you are one of those
who swear by Lord Verulam.’

‘I swear by no man, I do not swear at all, not on philo-
sophical subjects especially ; swearing adds nothing to faith,’
said Beauclerc.

¢ I stand corrected,’ said Churchill, ‘and I would go further,
and add that in argument enthusiasm adds nothing to reason
—much as I admire, as we all admire,’ glancing at Miss
Stanley, ¢ that enthusiasm with which this favoured work has
been advocated !’

‘1 could not help speaking warmly,’ cried Beauclerc; ‘it is
a book to inspire enthusiasm ; there is such a noble spirit all
through it, so pure from petty passions, from all vulgar
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dainfully flirted the leaves back and forward with a ¢ There
now!’ and a ‘Here now!’ ¢We should not call that good
writing—you could not think this correct? I may be wrong,
but I should not use this phrase. Hardly English that—
colloquial, I think ; and this awkward ablative absolute—never
admitted now.’

¢Thank you,” said Beauclerc, ¢these faults are easily
mended.’ :

¢ Easily mended, say you? I say, better make a new one.

¢ WHO COULD ?’ said Beauclerc.

¢ How many faults you see,’ said Helen, ¢ which I should
never have perceived unless you had pointed them out, and I
am sorry to know them now.’

Smiling at Helen’s look of sincere mortification, in contrast
at this moment with Mr. Churchill’s air of satisfied critical
pride, Lady Davenant said,—

¢Why sorry, my dear Helen? No human work can be
perfect ; Mr. Churchill may be proud of that strength of eye
which in such a powerful light can count the spots. But
whether it be the best use to make of his eyes, or the best use
that can be made of the light, remains to be considered.’

CHAPTER XV

BEYOND measure was Churchill provoked to find Lady
Davenant against him and on the same side as Granville
Beauclerc—all unused to contradiction in his own society,
where he had long been supreme, he felt a difference of
opinion so sturdily maintained as a personal insult.

For so young a man as Beauclerc, yet unknown to fame,
not only to challenge the combat but to obtain the victory,
was intolerable ; and the more so, because his young opponent
appeared no ways elated or surprised, but seemed satisfied to
attribute his success to the goodness of his cause.

Churchill had hitherto always managed wisely his great
stakes and pretensions in_ both the fashionable and literary
world. He had never actually published anything except a
clever article or two in a review, or an epigram, attributed to
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Churchill, ¢ De Zesprit on ne peut pas plus méme & Paris,” the
highest compliment a Parisian can pay, but they allowed that
Beauclerc had “ deaucoup plus dame.”’

¢Yes,’ said Helen ; ‘how far superior!’

¢It has been said,’ continued Lady Davenant, ‘that it is
safer to judge of men by their actions than by their words,
but there are few actions and many words in life; and if
women would avail themselves of their daily, hourly, oppor-
tunities of judging people by their words, they would get at
the natural characters, or, what is of just as much consequence,
they would penetrate through the acquired habits; and here,
Helen, you have two good studies before you.’

Preoccupied as Helen was with the certainty of Beauclerc
being an engaged, almost a married man, and looking, as she
did, on Churchill'as one who must consider her as utterly
beneath his notice, she listened to Lady Davenant’s remarks
as she would have done to.observations about two characters
in a novel or on the stage.

As Churchill could not immediately manifest his hatred of
Beauclerc, it worked inwardly the more. He did not sleep
well this night, and when he got up in the morning, there was
something the matter with him. Nervous, bilious—cross it
could not be ;—journalier (a French word settles everything)
—journalier he allowed he was; he rather gloried in it,
because his being permitted to be so proved his power,—his
prerogative of fortune and talent combined.

In the vast competition of the London world, it is not
permitted to every man to be in his humour or out of his
humour at pleasure; but, by an uncommon combination of
circumstances, Churchill had established his privilege of
caprice ; he was allowed to have his bad and his good days,
and the highest people and the finest smiled, and submitted
to his ‘cachet de faveur et de disgrace’; and when he was
sulky, rude, or snappish, called it only Horace Churchill’s way.
They even prided themselves on his preferences and his
aversions. ‘Horace is always charming when he is with us.
¢With me you have no idea how delightful he is.’ ¢Indeed
I must do him the justice to say that I never found him
otherwise. While the less favoured permitted him to be as
rude as he pleased, and only petted him, and told of his odd
ways to those who sighed in vain to have him at their parties.
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gotten or remembered only as a foil to the man of to-day.
The words he so much loved to hear, and to which he had so
often surreptitiously listened, were now repeated, ‘No one
can be so agreeable as Horace Churchill is on his good
days !’

Bright he shone out, all gaiety and graciousness ; the cac/ket
de faveur was for all, but its finest impression was for Helen.
He tried flattery, and wit, each playing on the other with
reflected and reflecting lustre, for a woman naturally says to
herself, ¢ When this man has so much wit, his flattery even
must be worth something.’

And another day came, and another, and another party of
friends filled the house, and still Mr. Churchill remained, and
was now the delight of all. As far as concerned his successes
in society, no one was more ready to join in applause than
Beauclerc ; but when Helen was in question he was different,
though he had reasoned himself into the belief that he could
not yet love Miss Stanley, therefore he could not be jealous.
But he had been glad to observe that she had from the first
seemed to see what sort of a person Mr. Churchill was. She
was now only amused, as everybody must be, but she would
never be interested by such a man as Horace Churchill, a wit
without a soul. If she were—why he could never feel any
further interest about her—that was all !

So it went on; and now Lady Cecilia was as much amused
as she expected by these daily jealousies, conflicts, and com-
parisons, the feelings perpetually tricking themselves out, and
strutting about, calling themselves judgments, like the servants
in G#/ Blas in their masters’ clothes, going about as counts,
dukes, and grandees.

¢ Well, really,’ said Lady Cecilia to Helen, one day, as she
was standing near her tambour frame, ¢you are an industrious
creature, and the only very industrious person I ever could
bear. I have myself a natural aversion to a needle, but that
tambour needle I can better endure than a common one, be-
cause, in the first place, it makes a little noise in the world ;
one not only sees but hears it getting on; one finds that
without dragging it draws at every link a lengthened chain.’

¢It is called chainstitch, is it not?’ said the aide-de-camp ;
‘and Miss Stanley is working on so famously fast at it she will
have us all in her chains by and by.’
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with a distaff ; distaffs have been out of fashion with spinsters
ever since, I fancy.’

¢ But as she was old, Churchill,’ said Lord Davenant, ‘might
not your lady have defied his black majesty without her distaft?’

‘His black majesty! 1 admire your distinction, my lord,’
said Churchill, ‘but give it more emphasis ; for all kings are
not black in the eyes of the fair, it is said, you know.” And
here he began an anecdote of regal scandal in which Lady
Cecilia stopped him—

¢Now, Horace, 1 protest against your beginning with
scandal so early in the morning. None of your oz dits, for
decency’s sake, before luncheon ; wait till evening.’

Churchill coughed, and shrugged, and sighed, and declared
he would be temperate ; he would not touch a character,.upon
his honour ; he would only indulge in a few little personalities;
it could not hurt any lady’s feelings that he should criticise or
praise absent beauties. So he just made a review of all he
could recollect, in answer to a question one of the officers,
Captain Warmsley, had asked him, and which, in an absent
fit, he had had the ill-manners yesterday, as now he re-
collected, not to answer—Whom he considered as altogether
the handsomest woman of his acquaintance? Beauclerc was
now in the room, and Horace was proud to display, before him
in particular, his infinite knowledge of all the fair and fashion-
able, and all that might be admitted fashionable without being
fair—all that have the je #e safs quoi which is than beauty
dearer. As one conscious of his power to consecrate or
desecrate, by one look of disdain or one word of praise, he
stood ; and beginning at the lowest conceivable point, his
uttermost notion of want of beauty—his /eid 7deal, naming one
whose image, no doubt, every charitable imagination will here
supply, Horace next fixed upon another for his mediocrity
point—what he should call ‘just well enough’—assez bien,
assez—ijust up to the Bellasis motto, ¢ Bonne et belle assez.’
Then, in the ascending scale, he rose to those who, in common
parlance, may be called charming, fascinating ; and still for
each he had his fastidious look and depreciating word. Just
keeping within the verge,iHorace, without exposing himself to the
ridicule of coxcombry, ended by sighing for that being ¢made
of every creature’s best’—perfect, yet free from the curse of
perfection. Then, suddenly turning to Beauclerc, and tapping
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him on the shoulder—¢ Do give us your notions—to what sort
of a body or mind, now, would you willingly bend the knee ?°’

Beauclerc could not or would not tell—‘I only know that
whenever I bend the knee,’ said he, ‘it will be because I
cannot help it !’

Beauclerc could not be drawn out either by Churchill’s
persiflage or flattery, and he tried both, to talk of his tastes or
opinions of women. He felt too much perhaps about love to
talk much about it. This all agreed well in Helen’s imagina-
tion with what Lady Cecilia had told her of his secret engage-
ment. She was sure he was thinking of Lady Blanche, and
that he could not venture to describe her, lest he should betray
himself and his secret. Then, leaving Churchill and the
talkers, he walked up and down the room alone, at the farther
side, seeming as if he were recollecting some lines which he
repeated to himself, and then stopping before Lady Cecilia,
repeated to her, in a very low voice, the following :—

¢I saw her upon nearer view,
A spirit, yet a woman too !
Her household motions light and free,
And steps of virgin liberty ;
A countenance in which did meet
Sweet records, promises as sweet ;
A creature not too bright or good
For human nature’s daily food ;
For transient sorrows, simple wiles,
Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles.’

Helen thought Lady Blanche must be a charming creature if
she was like this picture ; but somehow, as she afterwards told
Lady Cecilia, she had formed a different idea of Lady Blanche
Forrester. Cecilia smiled and asked, ¢ How ? different how ?’

Helen did not exactly know, but altogether she had
imagined that she must be more of a heroine, or perhaps more
of a woman of rank and fashion. She had not formed any
exact idea—but different altogether from this description.
Lady Cecilia again smiled, and said, ¢ Very natural ; and after
all not very certain that the Lady Blanche is like this picture,
which was not drawn for her or from her assuredly—a re-
semblance found only in the imagination, to which we are, all
of us, more or less, dupes ; and Zent mieuxr say 1—tant pis
says mamma—and all mothers.’
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hand. As she took it she said, ‘As we advance in life, it
becomes more and more difficult to find in any book the sort
of enchanting, entrancing interest which we enjoyed when life,
and books, and we ourselves, were new. It were vain to try
and settle whether the fault is most in modern books, or in our
ancient selves; probably not in either: the fact is, that not
only does the imagination cool and weaken as we grow older,
but we become, as we live on in this world, too much engrossed
by the real business and cares of life, to have feeling or time
for factitious, imaginary interests. But why do I say
factitious? while they last, the imaginative interests are as
real as any others.’

¢Thank you,’ said Beauclerc, ‘for doing justice to poor
imagination, whose pleasures are surely, after all, the highest,
the most real, that we have, unwarrantably as they have been
decried both by metaphysicians and physicians.’

The book which had so fixed Beauclerc’s attention was
Segur’s History of Napoleon’'s Russian Campaign. He was
at the page where the burning of Moscow is described—the
picture of Buonaparte’s despair, when he met resolution greater
than his own, when he felt himself vanquished by the human
mind, by patriotism, by virtue—virtue in which he could not
believe, the existence of which, with all his imagination, he
could not conceive: the power which his indomitable will
could not conquer.

Beauclerc pointed to the account of that famous inscription
on the iron gate of a church which the French found still
standing, the words written by Rostopchin after the burning
of his ¢delightful home.’

¢ Fyenchmen, I have been eight years in embellisking this
residence; I have lived in it happily in the bosom of my family.
The inkabitants of this estate (amounting to seventeen hundred
and twenty) have quitted it at your approack; and I have,
with my own hands, set fire to my own house, to prevent it from
being polluted by your presence’

¢ See what one, even one, magnanimous individual can do
for his country,’ exclaimed Beauclerc. ¢How little did this
sacrifice cost him! Sacrifice do I say? it was a pride—a
pleasure.’

Churchill did not at all like the expression of Helen’s
countenance, for he perceived she sympathised with Beauclerc’s
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to Helen those which he knew she liked best; and then there
was to be a Janging committee, for hanging the pictures,
which occasioned a great deal of talking, Beauclerc always
thinking most of Helen, or of what was really best for the
paintings ; Horace most of himself and his amateurship.

Among these pictures were some fine Wouvermans, and
other hunting and hawking pieces, and one in particular of
the duchess and her ladies, from Don Quixote. Beauclerc,
who had gone round examining and admiring, stood fixed
when he came to this picture, in which he fancied he dis-
covered in one of the figures some likeness to Helen ; the lady
had a hawk upon her wrist. Churchill came up eagerly to
the examination, with glass at eye. He could not discern the
slightest resemblance to Miss Stanley ; but he was in haste
to bring out an excellent observation of his own, which he
had made his own from a Quarterly Review, illustrating
the advantage it would be to painters to possess knowledge,
even of kinds seemingly most distant from the line of their
profession.

¢For instance now, a priori, one should not insist upon a
great painter’s being a good ornithologist, and yet, for want
of being something of a bird-fancier, look here what he has
done—quite absurd, a sort of hawk introduced, such as never
was or could be at any hawking affair in nature: would not
sit upon lady’s wrist or answer to her call—would never fly at
a bird. Now you see this is a ridiculous blunder.

While Churchill plumed himself on this critical remark,
Captain Warmsley told of who still kept hawks in England,
and of the hawking parties he had seen and heard of—¢even
this year, that famous hawking in Wiltshire, and that other
in Norfolk.’

Churchill asked Warmsley if he had been at Lord Berner's
when Landseer was there studying the subject of his famous
hawking scene. ¢Have you seen it, Lady Cecilia ?’ continued
he ; ‘it is beautiful ; the birds seem to be absolutely coming
out of the picture’; and he was going on with some of his
connoisseurship, and telling of his mortification in having
missed the purchase of that picture ; but Warmsley got back
to the hawking he had seen, and he became absolutely eloquent
in describing the sport.

Churchill, though eager to speak, listened with tolerably
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prepared to go quite so far. He was not quite so young as
Granville ; he, unfortunately, had arrived at years of discre-
tion—he said unfortunately ; without ironical reservation, he
protested from the bottom of his heart he considered it as a
misfortune to have become that slow circumspect sort of crea-
ture which looks before it leaps. Even though this might save
him from the fate of the man who was in Sicily, .still he con-
sidered it as unfortunate to have lost so much of his natural
enthusiasm.

¢ Natural enthusiasm !’ Beauclerc could not help repeating
to himself, and he went on his own way. It must be confessed,
as even Beauclerc’s best friends allowed, counting among them
Lady Davenant and his guardian, that never was man of sense
more subject to that kind of temporary derangement of the
reasoning powers which results from being what is called bit by
a fancy ; he would then run on straight forward, without look-
ing to the right or the left, in pursuit of his object, great or
small. That hawking establishment now in view completely
shut out, for the moment, all other objects ; ‘of tercels and of
lures he talks’; and before his imagination were hawking
scenes, and Helen with a hawk on her wrist, looking most
graceful—a hawk of his own training it should be. Then,
how to train a hawk became the question. While he was wait-
ing for the answer to his carfe blancke, nothing better, or so
good, could be done, as to make himself master of the whole
business, and for this purpose he found it essential to consult
every book on falconry that could be found in the library, and
a great plague he became to everybody in the course of this
book-hunt.

¢What a bore!’ Warmsley might be excused for muttering
deep and low between the teeth. General Clarendon sighed
and groaned. Lady Davenant bore and forbore philo-
sophically—it was for Beauclerc; and to her great philosophy
she gave all the credit of her indulgent partiality. Lady
Cecilia, half-annoyed yet ever good-natured, carried her
complaisance so far as to consult the catalogue and book-shelves
sundry times in one hour; but she was not famous for
patience, and she soon resigned him to a better friend—Helen,
the most indefatigable of book-hunters. She had been well
trained to it by her uncle; had been used to it all her life;
and really took pleasure in the tiresome business. She assured
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deeply intent, ¢Allow me, my dear Lady Davenant, though
you say you are no great topographer, to show you this, it is so
curious ; this royal falconer’s proclamation—Henry the Eighth’s
—to preserve his partridges, pheasants, and herons, from his
palace at Westminster to St. Giles's iz the Fields, and from
thence to Islington, Hampstead, and Highgate, under penalty for
every bird killed of imprisonment, or whatever other punish-
ment to his highness may seem meet.’

Lady Davenant vouchsafed some suitable remark, consonant
to expectation, on the changes of times and places, and men
and manners, and then motioned the quarto away, with which
motion the quarto reluctantly complied; and then following
Lady Cecilia from window to window, as she Zended her flowers,
he would insist upon her hearing the table of precedence for
hawks. She, who never cared for any table of precedence in
her life, even where the higher animals were concerned, would
only undertake to remember that the merlin was a lady’s hawk,
and this only upon condition that she should have one to sit
apon her wrist like the fair ladies in Wouvermans’ pictures,
But further, as to Peregrine, Gerfalcon, or Gerkin, she would
hear nought of them, nor could she listen, though Granville
zarnestly exhorted, to the several good reasons which make a
falcon dislike her master—

1st, If he speak rudely to her.

2nd, If he feed her carelessly.

Before he could get thirdly out, Lady Cecilia stopped him,
leclaring that in all her life she never could listen to anything
‘hat began with firsz and secondly—reasons especially.

Horace, meanwhile, looked superior down, and thought
with ineffable contempt of Beauclerc’s little skill in the arts of
conversation, thus upon unwilling ears to squander anecdotes
which would have done him credit at some London dinner.
*What I could have made of them! and may make of them
yet,” thought he ; ¢but some there are, who never can contrive,
as some others cleverly do, to ride their hobby-horses to good
purpose and good effect ;—now Beauclerc’s hobbies, I plainly
see, will always run away with him headlong, cost him dear
certainly, and, may be, leave him in the mire at last.’

What this fancy was to cost him, Beauclerc did not yet
know. Two or three passages in the Sporting Magazine had
given some hints of the expense of this ‘most delectable of all

173






HELEN

Churchill obliged him most willingly by taking the whole
upon himself, and he managed so to do in a very ingenious
way, without incurring any preposterous expense. He was
acquainted with a set of rich, fashionable young men, who had
taken a sporting lodge in a neighbouring county, who desired
no better than to accede to the terms proposed, and to dis-
tinguish themselves by giving a fZ% out of the common line,
while Churchill, who understood, like a true man of the world,
the worldly art of bargaining, contrived, with off-hand gentle-
manlike jockeying, to have every point settled to his own
convenience, and he was to be the giver of the entertainment
to the ladies at Clarendon Park.

When this change in affairs was announced, Lady Cecilia,
the General, Lady Davenant, and Helen, were all, in various
degrees, surprised, and each tried to guess what could have
been the cause of Beauclerc’s sudden relinquishment of his
purpose. He was—very extraordinary for him—impenetrable :
he adhered to the words ¢I found I could not afford it His
guardian could not believe in this wonderful prudence, and
was almost certain ‘there must be some imprudence at the
bottom of it all.’

Granville neither admitted nor repelled that accusation.
Lady Cecilia worked away with perpetual little strokes, hoping
to strike out the truth, but, as she said, you might as well
have worked at an old flint. Nothing was elicited from him,
even by Lady Davenant; nor did the collision of all their
opinions throw any light upon the matter.

Meanwhile the day for the hawking-party arrived. Churchill
gave the fZfe, and Beauclerc, as one of the guests, attended
and enjoyed it without the least appearance even of disappoint-
ment; and, so far from envying Churchill, he assisted in
remedying any little defects, and did all he could to make the
whole go off well.

The party assembled on a rising ground ; a flag was dis-
played to give notice of the intended sport; the falconers
appeared, picturesque figures in their green jackets and their
long gloves, and their caps plumed with herons’ feathers—
some with the birds on their wrists—one with the frame over
his shoulder upon which to set the hawk. Sez, did we say ?—
no: ‘cast your hawk on the perch’ is, Beauclerc observed, the
correct term; for, as Horace sarcastically remarked, Mr.
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alarm called to them by the names they gave them—¢Miss
Didlington,’ ¢Lord Berners.’ ¢Ha! Miss Didlington’s off ;—
off, with Blucher, and Lady Kirby, and Lord Berners, and all
of ’em after her.’ Miss Didlington flew fast and far, and
farther still, till she and all the rest were fairly out of sight—
lost, lost, lost !

¢And as fine a cast of hawks they were as ever came from
Germany !’—the falconers were in despair, and Churchill saw
that the fault was his ; and it looked so like cockney sportsman-
ship! If Horace had been in a towering rage, it would have
been well enough ; but he only grew pettish, snappish, waspish :
now none of those words ending in 7ZsZ become a gentleman ;
ladies always think so, and Lady Cecilia now thought so, and
Helen thought so too, and Churchill saw it, and he grew pale
instead of red, and that looks ugly in an angry man.

But Beauclerc excused him when he was out of hearing ;
and when others said he had been cross, and crosser than
became the giver of a gala, Beauclerc pleaded well for him,
that falconry has ever been known to be ‘an extreme stirrer-
up of the passions, being subject to mischances infinite.’

However, a cold and hot collation under the trees for some,
and under a tent for others, set all to rights for the present.
Champagne sparkled, and Horace pledged and was pledged,
and all were gay; even the Germans at their own table, after
their own fashion, with their Rhenish and their foaming ale,
contrived to drown the recollection of the sad adventure of the
truant hawks.

And when all were refreshed and renewed in mind and
body, to the hawking they went again. For now that

The wind was laid, and all their fears asleep,

there was to be a battle between heron and hawk, one of the
finest sights that can be in all falconry.

‘Look ! look! Miss Stanley,’ cried Granville ; ‘look ! follow
that high-flown hawk—that black speck in the clouds. Now !
now ! right over the heron ; and now she will canceleer—turn
on her wing, Miss Stanley, as she comes down, whirl round,
and balance herself—c/%anceler. Now! now look ! canceleer-
ing gloriously !’

But Helen at this instant recollected what Captain Warmsley
had said of the fresh-killed pigeon, which the falconer in the
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CHAPTER XVIII

¢BuT all this time,’ said Lady Davenant, ¢‘you have not told
me whether you have, any of you, found out what changed
Granville’'s mind about this falconry scheme—why he so
suddenly gave up the whole to Mr. Churchill. Such a point-
blank weathercock turn of fancy in most young men would
no more surprise me than the changes of those clouds in the
sky, now shaped and now unshaped by the driving wind ; but
in Granville Beauclerc there is always some reason for apparent
caprice, and the reason is often so ingeniously wrong that it
amuses me to hear it; and even as a study in human nature,
I am curious to know the simple fact.’

But no one could tell the simple fact, no one could guess
his reason, and from him it never would have been known—
never could have been found out, but from a mistake—from a
letter of thanks coming to a wrong person.

One morning, when Helen was sitting in Lady Davenant’s
room with her, Lord Davenant came in, reading a letter, like
one walkmg in his sleep.

¢What is all this, my dear? Can you explain it to me?
Some good action of yours, I suppose, for which I am to be
thanked.’

Lady Davenant looked at the letter. She had nothing
to do with the matter, she said; but, on second thoughts,
exclaimed, ¢ This is Granville Beauclerc’s doing, I am clear !’

The letter was from Count Polianski, one of the poor
banished Poles ; now poor, but who had been formerly master
of a property estimated: at about one hundred and sixty-five
thousand awaslable individuals. In attempting to increase the
happiness and secure the liberty of these available individuals,
the count had lost everything, and had been banished from
his country—a man of high feeling as well as talents, and who
had done all he could for that unhappy country, torn to pieces
by demagogues from within and tyrants from without.

Lady Davenant now recollected that Beauclerc had learned
from her all this, and had heard her regretting that the
circumstances in which Lord Davenant was placed at this
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One day Lady Davenant had been speaking of London
conversation. ¢So brilliant,” said she, ¢so short-lived, as my
friend Lady Emmeline K once said, ‘“ London wit is like
gas, which lights at a touch, and at a touch can be ex-
tinguished ” ;° and Lady Davenant concluded with a com-
pliment to him who was known to have this ¢ Zouck and go’ of
good conversation to perfection.

Mr. Churchill bowed to the compliment, but afterwards
sighed, and it seemed an honest sigh, from the bottom of his
heart. Only Lady Davenant and Helen were in the room,
and turning to Lady Davenant he said,

“If I have it, I have paid dearly for it, more than it is
worth, much too dearly, by the sacrifice of higher powers; 1
might have been a very different person from what I am.’

Helen’s attention was instantly fixed ; but Lady Davenant
suspected he was now only talking for effect. He saw what
she thought—it was partly true, but not quite. He felt what
he said at the moment ; and besides, there is always a sincere

pleasure in speaking of oneself when one can do it without
exposing oneself to ridicule, and with a chance of obtaining
real sympathy.

‘It was my misfortune,” he said, ¢to be spoiled, even in
childhood, by my mother.’

As he pronounced the word ¢mother,’ either his own heart
or Helen’s eyes made him pause with a look of respectful
tenderness. It was cruel of a son to blame the fond indulgence
of a mother ; but the fact was, she brought him too forward
early as a clever child, fed him too much with that sweet
dangerous fostering dew of praise. The child—the man—
must suffer for it afterwards.

‘True, very true,’ said Lady Davenant; ‘I quite agree
Wlth yom’

‘I could do nothing without flattery,’ continued he, pursuing
the line of confession which he saw had fixed Lady Davenant’s
attention favourably. ¢Unluckily, I came too early into
Possession of a large fortune, and into the London world, and
I lapped the stream of prosperity as I ran, and it was sweet
with flattery, intoxicating, and I knew it, and yet could not

it. Thenin a London life everything is too stimulating
—Overexciting. If there are great advantages to men of
SGence and literature in museums and public libraries, the
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Helen, who quickly looked down, ‘I am afraid I am
irritable.’

There was an awkward silence. Helen thought it was
for Lady Davenant to speak; but Lady Davenant did not
contradict Mr. Churchill Now, the not contradicting a
person who is abusing himself is one of the most heinous
offences to self-love that can be committed ; and it often provokes
false candour to pull off the mask and throw it in your face ;
but either Mr. Horace ChurchilP’s candour was true, or it was
so well guarded at the moment that no such catastrophe
occurred.

¢ Worse than this bad effect on my temper,’ continued he,
¢I feel that my whole mind has been deteriorated — my
ambition dwindled to the shortest span-—my thoughts con-
tracted to the narrow view of mere effect ; what would please
at the dinner-table or at the clubs—what will be thought of
me by this literary coterie, or in that fashionable boudoir.
And for this reputation de salon 1 have sacrificed all hope of
other reputation, all power of obtaining it, all hope of- )
(here he added a few words, murmured down to Lady
Davenant’s embroidery frame, yet still in such a tone that
Helen could not help thinking he meant she should hear)—¢ If
I had a heart such as ’ he paused, and, as if struck with
some agonising thought, he sighed deeply, and then added—
¢but I have not a heart worth such acceptance, or I would
make the offer.’

Helen was not sure what these words meant, but she now
pitied him, and she admired his candour, which she thought
was so far above the petty sort of character he had at first
done himself the injustice to seem, and she seized the first
opportunity to tell Beauclerc all Mr. Churchill had said to
Lady Davenant and to her, and of the impression it had
made upon them both. Beauclerc had often discussed Mr.
Churchill’s character with her, but she was disappointed when
she saw that what she told made no agreeable impression
on Beauclerc: at first he stood quite silent, and when she
asked what he thought, he said—¢It's all very fine, very
clever.

¢But it is all true, said Helen. ¢And 1 admire Mr.
Churchill’'s knowing the truth so well and telling it so
candidly.’
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¢Oh, if there was any mystery!’ Beauclerc . begged
pardon.

And he went away very quickly. He did not touch upon
the subject again, but Helen saw that he never forgot it ; and,
by few words which she heard him say to Lady Davenant
about his dislike to half-confidences, she knew he was
displeased, and she thought he was wrong. She began to
fear that his mistrust of Churchill arose from envy at his
superior success in society ; and, though she was anxious to
preserve her newly-acquired good opinion of Churchill’s
candour, she did not like to lose her esteem for Beauclerc’s
generosity. Was it possible that he could be seriously hurt
at the readiness with which Mr. Churchill availed himself of
any idea which Beauclerc threw out, and which he dressed up,
and passed as his own? Perhaps this might be what he
meant by ¢the truth is not in him.’ She remembered one day
when she sat between him and Beauclerc, and when he did
not seem to pay the least attention to what Mr. Beauclerc was
saying to her, yet, fully occupied as he had apparently been in
talking for the company in general, he had through all heard
Granville telling the Chinese fable of the ¢ Man in the Moon,
whose business it is to knit together with an invisible silken
cord those who are predestined for each other.’ Presently,
before the dessert was over, Helen found the ¢ Chinese Man in
the Moon,” whom she thought she had all to herself, figuring
at the other end of the table, and received with great applause.
And was it possible that Beauclerc, with his abundant springs
of genius, could grudge a drop thus stolen from him ? but
without any envy in the case, he was right in considering such
theft, however petty, as a theft, and right in despising the
meanness of the thief. Such meanness was strangely incom-
patible with Mr. Churchill’s frank confession of his own faults.
Could that confession be only for effect ?

Her admiration had been sometimes excited by a particular
happiness of thought, beauty of expression, or melody of lan-
guage, in Mr. Churchill’s conversation. Once Beauclerc had
been speaking with enthusiasm of modern Greece, and his
hopes that she might recover her ancient character; and Mr.
Churchill, as if admiring the enthusiasm, yet tempering it with
better judgment, smiled, paused, and answered,

¢ But Greece is a dangerous field for a political speculator ;
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by my dependence on the truth—the character for truth—of
the narrator.’

Not only Horace Churchill, but almost everybody present,
except Helen, confessed that they could not agree with her.
The character for truth of the story-teller had nothing to do
with his story, unless it was Aisforigue, or that he was to swear
to it.

¢And even if it were kistorigue, cried Horace, buoyed up
at the moment by the tide in his favour, and floating out far-
ther than was prudent—*‘and even if it were Aistorigue, how
much pleasanter is graceful fiction than grim, rigid truth; and
how much more amusing in my humble opinion !’

¢Now,’ said Lady Davenant, ¢for instance, this book I am
reading —(it was Dumont’s Mémoires de Mirabeau)—*this
book which I am reading gives me infinitely increased pleasure,
from my certain knowledge, my perfect conviction, of the truth
of the author. The self-evident nature of some of the facts
would support themselves, you may say, in some instances ;
but my perceiving the scrupulous care he takes to say no
more than what he knows to be true, my perfect reliance
on the relater’s private character for integrity, gives a zest to
every anecdote he tells—a specific weight to every word of
conversation which he repeats—appropriate value to every
trait of wit or humour characteristic of the person he de-
scribes. Without such belief, the characters would not have
to me, as they now have, all the power, and charm, and life,
of nature and reality. They are all now valuable as records
of individual varieties that have positively so existed. While
the most brilliant writer could, by fiction, have produced an
effect, valuable only as representing the general average of
human nature, but adding nothing to our positive knowledge,
to the data from which we can reason in future.’

Churchill understood Lady Davenant too well to stand quite
unembarrassed as he listened ; and when she went on to say
how differently she should have felt in reading these memoirs
if they had been written by Mirabeau himself; with all his
brilliancy, all his talents, how inferior would have been her
enjoyment as well as instruction; his shrinking conscience
told him how this might all be applied to himself; yet, strange
to say, though somewhat abashed, he was nevertheless flattered
by the idea of a parallel between himself and Mirabeau. To
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Helen pointed out in the dedication a pretty, a happy
thought.

Horace smiled, and confessed that was his own.

What ! in the dedication to himself ? and in the blind-
ness of his vanity he did not immediately see the absurdity.

The more he felt himself in the wrong, of course the more
angry he grew, and it finished by his renouncing the dedication
altogether, declaring he would have none of it. The book and
the lady might find a better patron.

There are things which no man of real generosity could say
or do, or think, put him in ever so great a passion. He would
not be harsh to an inferior—a woman—a profégée on whom
he had conferred obligations ; but Mr. Churchill was harsh—
he showed neither generosity nor feeling ; and Helen’s good
opinion of him sank to rise no more.

Of this, however, he had not enough of the sympathy or
penetration of feeling to be aware.

CHAPTER XIX

THE party now at Clarendon Park consisted chiefly of young
people. Among them were two cousins of Lady Cecilia’s,
whom Helen had known at Cecilhurst before they went abroad,
while she was still almost a child. Lady Katrine Hawksby,
the elder, was several years older than Cecilia. When Helen
last saw her, she was tolerably well-looking, very fashionable,
and remarkable for high spirits, with a love for guszzing, and
for all that is vulgarly called fu7, and a talent for ridicule, which
she indulged at everybody’s expense. She had always amused
Cecilia, who thought her more diverting than really ill-natured ;
but Helen thought her more ill-natured than diverting, never
liked her, and had her own private reasons for thinking that
she was no good friend to Cecilia: but now, in consequence
either of the wear and tear of London life, or of a disappoint-
ment in love or matrimony, she had lost the fresh plumpness
of youth ; and gone too was that spirit of mirth, if not of good
humour, which used to enliven her countenance. Thin and
sallow, the sharp features remained, and the sarcastic without
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metamorphoses of love, or of fairy tale, are the metamorphoses
of fortune. Fortune had suddenly advanced him to uncounted
thousands and a title, and no longer /Je petit bossu, Lord Castle-
fort obtained the fair hand, the very fair hand, of Lady Louisa
Hawksby, plus belle que fée !/

Still Helen could not believe that Louisa had married him
voluntarily ; but Lady Cecilia assured her that it was voluntarily,
quite voluntarily. ¢You could not have so doubted had you
seen the frousseau and the corbeille, for you know, ¢ Le présent
Jait oublier le futur.”’

Helen could scarcely smile.

¢But Louisa had feeling—really some,’ continued Lady
Cecilia ; ¢but she could not afford to follow it. She had got
into such debt, I really do not know what she would have done
if Lord Castlefort had not proposed ; but she has some little
heart, and I could tell you a secret; but no, I will leave you
the pleasure of finding it out.’

¢ It will be no pleasure to me,’ said Helen.

¢1 never saw anybody so out of spirits,” cried Lady Cecilia,
laughing, ¢at another’s unfortunate marriage, which all the time
she thinks very fortunate. She is quite happy, and even
Katrine does not laugh at him any longer, it is to be supposed ;
it is no laughing matter now.’

¢ No indeed,’ said Helen.

¢Nor a crying matter either,’ said Cecilia. ‘Do not look
shocked at me, my dear, I did not do it ; but so many do, and
I have seen it so often, that I cannot wonder with such a fool-
ish face of blame—I do believe, my dear Helen, that you are
envious because Louisa is married before you! for shame, my
love! Envy is a naughty passion, you know our Madame
Bonne used to say; but here’s mamma, now talk to her about
Louisa Castlefort, pray.’

Lady Davenant took the matter with great coolness, was
neither shocked nor surprised at this match, she had known so
many worse; Lord Castlefort, as well as she recollected, was
easy enough to live with. ¢And after all, said she, ‘it is
better than what we see every day, the fairest of the fair know-
ingly, willingly, giving themselves to the most profligate of the
profligate. - In short, the market is so overstocked with accom-
plished young ladies on the one hand, and on the other men
find wives and establishments so expensive, clubs so cheap and
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ment, expect, imagine no more than they have, and jog-trot
they go on together to the end of life very comfortably.’

¢Comfortably!’ exclaimed Helen, ‘it must be most miserable.’

¢Not most miserable, Helen,’ said Lady Davenant ; ¢keep
your pity for others ; keep your sighs for those who need them
—for the heart which no longer dares to utter a sigh for itself,
the faint heart that dares to love, but dares not abide by its
choice. Such infatuated creatures, with the roots of feeling
left aching within them, must take what opiates they can find ;
and in after-life, through all their married existence, their
prayer must be for indifference, and thankful may they be if that
prayer is granted.’

These words recurred to Helen that evening, when Lady
Castlefort sang some tender and passionate airs; played on
the harp with a true Saint Cecilia air and attitude; and at
last, with charming voice and touching expression, sang her
favourite—* Too late for redress.’

Both Mr. Churchill and Beauclerc were among the group
of gentlemen ; neither was a stranger to her. Mr. Churchill
admired and applauded as a connoisseur. Beauclerc listened
in silence.  Mr. Churchill entreated for more—more—and
named several of his favourite Italian airs. Her ladyship
really could not. But the slightest indication of a wish from
Beauclerc was, without turning towards him, heard and
attended to, as her sister failed not to remark and to make
others remark.

Seizing a convenient pause while Mr. Churchill was search-
ing for some masterpiece, Lady Katrine congratulated her
sister on having recovered her voice, and declared that she had
never heard her play or sing since she was married till
to-night.

¢You may consider it as a very particular compliment, I
assure you,’ continued she, addressing herself so particularly
to Mr. Beauclerc that he could not help being a little out of
countenance,—*I have so begged and prayed, but she was
never in voice or humour, or heart, or something. Yesterday,
even Castlefort was almost on his knees for a song,—were
not you, Lord Castlefort ?’

Lord Castlefort pinched his pointed chin, and casting up
an angry look, replied in a dissonant voice,—‘I do not
remember !’
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might be heard to the farthest part of the audience; and I
—give me credit for my ingenuity—know how, by reversing
the art, to be perfectly inaudible at ten paces’ distance, and
yet, I trust, perfectly intelligible, always, to you.’

Helen now rose decidedly, and retreated to a table at the
other side of the room, and turned over some books that lay
there—she took up a volume of the novel Lady Castlefort had
been reading—Zove unguestionable. She was surprised to
find it instantly, gently, but decidedly drawn from her hand:
she looked up—it was Beauclerc.

¢ I beg your pardon, Miss Stanley, but ?

¢ Thank you ! thank you !’ said Helen ; ¢you need not beg
my pardon.’

This was the first time Beauclerc had spoken in his friendly, °
cordial, natural manner, to her, since their incomprehensible
misunderstanding. She was heartily glad it was over, and
that he was come to himself again. And now they conversed
very happily together for some time ; though what they said
might not be particularly worth recording. Lady Katrine
was at Helen’s elbow before she perceived her ¢looking for
her sac’; and Lady Castlefort came for her third volume, and
gliding off, wished to all ¢ Felice, felicissima notte’

Neither of these sisters had ever liked Helen ; she was too
true for the one, and too good-natured for the other. Lady
Katrine had always, even when she was quite a child, been
jealous of Lady Cecilia’s affection for Helen; and now her
indignation and disappointment were great at finding her
established at Clarendon Park—to live with the Clarendons, to
£o out with Lady Cecilia. Now, it had been the plan of both
sisters that Lady Katrine’s present visit should be eternal.
How they would ever have managed to fasten her ladyship
upon the General, even if Helen had been out of the question,
need not now be considered. Their disappointment and
dislike to Helen were as great as if she had been the only
obstacle to the fulfilment of their scheme.

These two sisters had never agreed—

————— Doom’d by Fate
To live in all the elegance of hate ;

and since Lady Castlefort’s marriage, the younger, the beautiful,
being now the successful lady of the ascendant, the elder
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but the evil eye of envy was set upon her, and the demon of
jealousy was longing to work her woe.

Lady Castlefort saw with scornful astonishment that Mr.
Beauclerc’s eyes, sometimes when she was speaking, or when
she was singing, would stray to that part of the room where
Miss Stanley might be ; and when she was speaking to him,
he was wonderfully absent. Her ladyship rallied him, while
Lady Katrine, looking on, cleared her throat in her horrid
way, and longed for an opportunity to discomfit Helen, which
supreme pleasure her ladyship promised herself upon the
first convenient occasien,—convenient meaning when Lady
Davenant was out of the room; for Lady Katrine, though
urged by prompting jealousy, dared not attack her when
under cover of that protection. From long habit, even her
sarcastic nature stood in awe of a certain power of moral
indignation, which had at times flashed upon her, and of
which she had a sort of superstitious dread, as of an in-
comprehensible, incalculable power.

But temper will get the better of all prudence. Piqued by
some little preference which Lady Cecilia had shown to Helen’s
taste in the choice of the colour of a dress, an occasion offered
of signalising her revenge, which could not be resisted. It
was a question to be publicly decided, whether blue, green, or
white should be adopted for the ladies’ uniform at an approach-
ing f2¢e. She was deputed to collect the votes. All the
company were assembled ; Lady Davenant, out of the circle,
as it was a matter that concerned her not, was talking to the
gentlemen apart.

Lady Katrine went round canvassing. ¢Blue, green, or
white ? say blue, prqay.’ But when she came to Helen, she
made a full stop, asked no question—preferred no prayer, but
after fixing attention by her pause, said, ‘I need not ask Miss
Stanley’s vote or opinion, as I know my cousin’s, and with
Miss Stanley it is always ‘I say ditto to Lady Cecilia’; there-
fore, to save trouble, I always count two for Cecilia—one for
herself and one for her double.’

¢Right, Lady Katrine Hawksby,’ cried a voice from afar,
which made her start; ‘you are quite right to consider Helen
Stanley as my daughter’s double, for my daughter loves and
esteems her as her second self—her better self. In this sense
Helen is Lady Cecilia’s double, but if you mean—--
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his face full of care, and his hands full of papers. Lady
Katrine needed not to feign or feel any further apprehensions
of Lady Davenant ; for, an hour afterwards, it was announced
that Lord and Lady Davenant were obliged to set off for town
immediately. In the midst of her hurried preparations Lady
Davenant found a moment to comfort Helen with the assur-
ance that, whatever happened, she would see her again. It
might end in Lord Davenant’s embassy being given up. At
all events she would see her again—she hoped in a few weeks,
perhaps in a few days. ¢So no leave-takings, my dear child,
and no tears—it is best as it is. On my return let me
find ?

¢ Lord Davenant’s waiting, my lady,’ and she hurried away.

CHAPTER XX

ABSENT or present, the guardian influence of a superior friend
is one of the greatest blessings on earth, and after Lady
Davenant’s departure Helen was so full of all she had said to
her, and of all that she would approve or disapprove, that every
action, almost every thought, was under the influence of her
friend’s mind. Continually she questioned her motives as
well as examined her actions, and she could not but condemn
some of her conduct, or if not her conduct, her manner, towards
Horace Churchill ; she had been flattered by his admiration,
and had permitted his attentions more than she ought, when
her own mind was perfectly made up as to his character. Ever
since the affair of the poetess, she had been convinced that
she could never make the happiness or redeem the character
of one so mean.

According to the ladies’ code, a woman is never to under-
stand that a gentleman’s attentions mean anything more than
common civility ; she is supposed never to see his mind,
however he may make it visible, till he declares it in words.
But, as Helen could not help understanding his manner, she
thought it was but fair to make him understand her by her
manner. She was certain that if he were once completely
convinced, not only that he had not made any impression, but
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married man, he could not even guess the nature of her
feelings. .

And all the time Helen did not well understand herself ; she
began to be extremely alarmed at her own feelings—to dread
that there was something not quite right. This dread, which
had come and gone by fits,—this doubt as to her own senti-
ments,—was first excited by the death of her dove— Beau-
clerc’s gift. The poor dove was found one morning drowned
in the marble vase in which it went to drink. Helen was very
sorry — that was surely natural; but she was wonderfully
concermed. Lady Katrine scoffingly said, and before every-
body, before Beauclerc, worse than all, her ladyship repre-
sented to the best of her ability the attitude in which she had
found Helen mourning over her misfortune, the dove in her
hand pressed close to her bosom—*¢And in tears—absolutely.’
She would swear to the tears.

Helen blushed, tried to laugh, and acknowledged it was
very foolish. Well, that passed off as only foolish, and she
did not at first feel that it was a thing much to be ashamed of
in any other way. But she was sorry that Beauclerc was by
when Lady Katrine mimicked her ; most sorry that he should
think her foolish. But then did he? His looks expressed
tenderness. He was very tender-hearted. Really manly men
always are so ;. and so she observed to Lady Cecilia. Lady
Katrine heard the observation, and smiled—her odious smile
—implying more than words could say. Helen was not quite
clear, however, what it meant to say.

Some days afterwards Lady Katrine took up a book, in
which Helen’s name was written in Beauclerc’s hand. ¢ Gage
damitié £’ said her ladyship ; and she walked up and down
the room, humming the air of an old French song ; interrupt-
ing herself now and then to ask her sister if she could recol-
lect the words. ‘The refrain, if 1 remember right, is some-
thing like this—

Sous le nom d’amitié—sous le nom d’amitié,
La moitié du monde trompe ’autre moitié,
Sous le nom, sous le nom, sous le nom d’amitié,

And it ends with

Sous le nom d’amitié, Damon, je vous adore,
Sous le nom, sous le nom d’amitié.
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there was something ridiculous in it which prevented people
from caring about it.

With such nice casuistry she went on pretty well ; and be-
sides, she was so innocent, so ignorant, that it was easy for
her to be deceived. She went on, telling herself that she loved
Beauclerc as a brother—as she loved the General. But when
she came to comparisons, she could not but perceive a differ-
ence. Her heart never bounded on the General’s appearance,
let him appear ever so suddenly, as it did one day when Beau-
clerc returned unexpectedly from Old Forest. Her whole ex-
istence seemed so altered by his approach, his presence, or his
absence. Why was this? Was there anything wrong in it?
She had nobody whose judgment she could consult—nobody
to whom she could venture to describe her feelings, or lay open
her doubts and scruples. Lady Cecilia would only laugh ; and
she could not quite trust either her judgment or her sincerity,
though she knew her affection.  Besides, after what Cecilia had
said of her being safe ; after all she had told her of Beauclerc’s
engagement, how astonished and shocked Cecilia would be !

Then Helen resolved that she would keep a strict watch
over herself, and repress all emotion, and be severe with her
own mind to the utmost: and it was upon this resolution that
she had changed her manner, without knowing how much, to-
wards Beauclerc; she was certain he meant nothing but friend-
ship. It was her fault if she felt too much pleasure in his
company ; the same things were, as she wisely argued, right
or wrong according to the intention with which they were said,
done, looked, or felt. Rigidly she inflicted on herself the
penance of avoiding his delightful society, and to make sure
that she did not try to attract, she repelled him with all her
power—thought she never could make herself cold, and stiff,
and disagreeable enough to satisfy her conscience.

Then she grew frightened at Beauclerc’s looks of astonish-
ment—feared he would ask explanation—avoided him more
and more. Then, on the other hand, she feared he might
guess and interpret wrong, or rather right, this change; and
back she changed, tried in vain to keep the just medium—she
had lost the power of measuring—altogether she was very un-
happy, and so was Beauclerc ; he found her incomprehensible,
and thought her capricious. His own mind was fluttered with
love; so that he could not see or judge distinctly, else he might
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ing to take heed, only once he asked Cecilia how long she
thought her cousins would stay. She did not know, but she
said ¢she saw he wished them to be what they were not—
cousins once removed—and quite agreed with him.’ He
smiled, for a man is always well pleased to find his wife agree -
with him in disliking her cousins.

One night—one fine moonlight night—Lady Castlefort,
standing at the conservatory door with Beauclerc, after talking
an inconceivable quantity of nonsense about her passion for
the moon, and her notions about the stars, and congenial souls
born under the same planet, proposed to him a moonlight
walk.

The General was at the time playing at chess with Helen,
and had the best of the game, but at that moment he made a
false move, was checkmated, rose hastily, threw the men to-
gether on the board, and forgot to regret his shameful defeat,
or to compliment Helen upon her victory. Lady Castlefort,
having just discovered that the fatality nonsense about the stars
would not quite do for Beauclerc, had been the next instant
seized with a sudden passion for astronomy; she must see
those charming rings of Saturn, which she had heard so much
of, which the General was showing Miss Stanley the other
night ; she must beg him to lend his telescope ; she came up
with her sweetest smile to trouble the General for his glass.
Lord Castlefort, following, objected strenuously to her going
out at night ; she had been complaining of a bad cold when
he wanted her to walk in the daytime, she would only make
it worse by going out in the night air. If she wanted to see
Saturn and his rings, the General, he was sure, would fix a
telescope at the window for her.

But that would not do, she must have a moonlight walk ;
she threw open the conservatory door, beckoned to Mr. Beau-
clerc, and how it ended Helen did not stay to see. She
thought that she ought not even to think on the subject, and
she went away as fast as she could. It was late, and she went
to bed wishing to be up early, to go on with a drawing she
was to finish for Mrs. Collingwood—a view by the river-side,
that view which had struck her fancy as so beautiful the day
she went first to Old Forest. Early the next morning—and a
delightful morning it was—she was up and out, and reached
the spot from which her sketch was taken, She was surprised
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She took his offered arm and walked on-—surprised—
confused ;—wondering what he meant by that sigh and that
look—and that strong emphasis on must, ¢If I must go to
Old Forest.” Was not it a pleasure 7—was it not his own
choice ?—what could he mean? What could be the matter ?

A vague agitating idea rose in her mind, but she put it
from her, and they walked on for some minutes, both silent.
They entered the wood, and feeling the silence awkward, and
afraid that he should perceive her embarrassment, and that he
should suspect her suspicion, she exerted herself to speak—to
say something, no matter what.

¢It is a charming morning !’

After a pause of absence of mind, he answered,

¢Charming !—very I’

Then stopping short, he fixed his eyes upon Helen with an
expression that she was afraid to understand. It could hardly
bear any interpretation but one—and yet that was impossible
—ought to be impossible—from a man in Beauclerc’s circum-
stances—engaged—almost a married man, as she had been
told to consider him. She did not know at this moment what
to think—still she thought she must mistake him, and she
should be excessively ashamed of such a mistake, and now
more strongly felt the dread that he should see and misinter-
pret or interpret too rightly her emotion; she walked on
quicker, and her breath grew short, and her colour heightened.
He saw her agitation—a delightful hope arose in his mind.
It was plain she was not indifferent—he looked at her, but
dared not look long enough—feared that he was mistaken.
But the embarrassment seemed to change its character even as
he looked, and now it was more like displeasure—decidedly,
she appeared displeased. And so she was; for she thought
now that he must either be trifling with her, or, if serious, must
be acting most dishonourably ;—her good opinion of him must
be destroyed for ever, if, as now it seemed, he wished to make
an impression upon her heart—yet still she tried not to think,
not to see it. She was sorry, she was very wrong to let such
an idea into her mind—and still her agitation increased.

Quick as she turned from him these thoughts passed in her
mind, alternately angry and ashamed, and at last, forcing her-
self to be composed, telling herself she ought to see farther
and at least to be certain before she condemned him—con-
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act treacherously. This time she was determined not to take
anything for granted, not to be so foolish as she had been with
Mr. Churchill.

¢Is not that your boat that I see, rowing close ?’

¢ Yes, I believe—certainly. Yes,’ said he.

But now the vacillation of Beauclerc’s mind suddenly
ceased. Desperate, he stopped her, as she would have turned
down that path to the landing-place where the boat was
mooring. He stood full across the path. ¢Miss Stanley, one
word—Dby one word, one look, decide. You must decide for
me whether I stay—or go—for ever !’

¢I!—Mr. Beauclerc !’

The look of astonishment—more than astonishment, almost
of indignation—silenced him completely, and he stood
dismayed. She pressed onwards, and he no longer stopped
her path. For an instant he submitted in despair. ¢ Then I
must not think of it I must go—must I, Miss Stanley?
Will not you listen to me, Helen ? Advise me; let me open
my heart to you as a friend.’

She stopped under the shady tree beneath which they
were passing, and, leaning against it, she repeated, ‘As a
friend—Dbut, no, no, Mr. Beauclerc—no; I am not the
friend you should consult — consult the General, your
guardian.’

¢I have consulted him, and he approves.’

¢You have! That is well, that is well at all events,’ cried
she ; ¢if he approves, then all is right.’ :

There was a ray of satisfaction on her countenance. He
looked as if considering what she exactly meant. He hoped
again, and was again resolved to hazard the decisive words.
¢ If you knew all !’ and he pressed her arm closer to him—:¢if
I might tell you all P’

Helen withdrew her arm decidedly. ¢I know all,’ said she ;
¢all I ought to know, Mr. Beauclerc.’

¢You know all!’ cried he, astonished at her manner.
¢You know the circumstances in which I am placed ?’

He alluded to the position in which he stood with Lady
Castlefort ; she thought he meant with respect to Lady Blanche,
and she answered—¢Yes: I know all!’ and her eye turned
towards the boat.

¢I understand you,’ said he ; ¢you think I ought to go?’
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¢ Certainly,’ said she. It never entered into her mind to
doubt the truth of what Lady Cecilia had told her, and she had
at first been so much embarrassed by the fear of betraying what
she felt she ought not to feel, and she was now so shocked by
what she thought his dishonourable conduct, that she repeated
almost in a tone of severity—¢ Certainly, Mr. Beauclerc, you
ought to go.’

The words, ¢since you are engaged,’—¢you know you are
engaged,’ she was on the point of adding, but Lady Cecilia’s
injunctions not to tell him that she had betrayed his secret
stopped her.

He looked at her for an instant, and then abruptly, and in
great agitation, said: ‘May I ask, Miss Stanley, if your
affections are engaged ?’

¢Is that a question, Mr. Beauclerc, which you have a right
to ask me?’

¢I have no right—no right, I acknowledge—1I am
answered.’

He turned away from her, and ran down the bank towards
the boat, but returned instantly, and exclaimed, ¢ If you say to
me, Go! I am gone for ever!’

¢Go !’ Helen firmly pronounced. ¢You never can be more
than a friend to me! Oh never be less |—go !’

¢1 am gone,’ said he, ¢you shall never see me more.’

He went, and a few seconds afterwards she heard the
splashing of his oars. He was gone! Oh! how she wished
that they had parted sooner—a few minutes sooner, even
before he had so looked—so spoken !

¢Oh that we had parted while I might have still perfectly
esteemed him ; but now. 1

CHAPTER XXI

WHEN Helen attempted to walk, she trembled so much that
she could not move, and leaning against the tree under which
she was standing, she remained fixed for some time almost
without thought. Then she began to recollect what had been
before all this, and as soon as she could walk she went back
for her drawing-book, threw from her the pencil which Beau-
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Cecilia gave her a glass of water in great haste, and was
very sorry, and very glad, and begged forgiveness, and all in
a breath: but as yet Helen did not know what she had to
forgive, till it was explained to her in direct words that Cecilia
had told her not only what was not true, but what she at the
time of telling knew to be false.

¢For what purpose, O my dear Cecilia! All to save
me from a little foolish embarrassment at first, you have made
us miserable at last.’

¢ Miserable ! my dear Helen; at worst miserable only for
half an hour. Nonsense! lie down again, and rest your poor
head. I will go this minute to Granville. Where is he ?’

¢Gone! Gone for ever! Those were his last words.’

¢ Impossible ! absurd! Only what a man says in a passion.
But where is he gone? Only to Old Forest! Gone for ever
—gone till dinner-time! Probably coming back at this
moment in all haste, like a true lover, to beg your pardon for
your having used him abominably ill. Now, smile; do not
shake your head, and look so wretched ; but tell me exactly,
word for word and look for look, all that passed between you,
and then I shall know what is best to be done.’

Word for word Helen could not answer, for she had been
so much confused, but she told to the best of her recollection ;
and Cecilia still thought no great harm was done. She only
looked a little serious from the apprehension, now the real,
true apprehension, of what might happen about Lady Blanche,
who, as she believed, was at Old Forest. ¢Men are so foolish ;
men in love so rash. Beauclerc, in a fit of anger and despair
on being so refused by the woman he loved, might go and
throw himself at the feet of another for whom he did not cdre
in the least, in a strange sort of revenge. But I know how to
settle it all, and I will do it this moment.’

But Helen caught hold of her hand, and firmly detaining it,
absolutely objected to her doing anything without telling her
exactly and truly what she was going to do.

Lady Cecilia assured her that she was only going to inquire
from the General whether Lady Blanche was with her sister at
Old Forest, or not. ¢Listen to me, my dear Helen; what I
am going to say can do no mischief. If Lady Blanche is
there, then the best thing to be done is, for me to go
immediately, this very morning, to pay the ladies a visit on

217

P SR






HELEN

tion, not a person with whom Lady Cecilia Clarendon ought
to form any acquaintance.’

¢ No, not form an acquaintance—I’m quite aware of that’;
and eagerly she pleaded that she had no intention of doing
anything ; ‘but just one morning visit paid and returned, you
know, leads to nothing. Probably we shall neither of us be at
home, and never meet ; and really it would be such a marked
thing not to pay this visit to the Beltravers family on their
return to the country. Formerly there was such a good under-
standing between the Forresters and your father ; and really
hospitality requires it. Altogether this one visit really must
be paid, it cannot be helped, so I will order the carriage.’

¢It must not be done !’ the General said ; ‘it is a question
of right, not of expediency.’

¢Right, but there is nothing really wrong, surely; I believe
all that has been said of her is scandal. Nobody is safe
against reports—the public papers are so scandalous! While
a woman lives with her husband, it is but charitable to suppose
all is right. That’s the rule. Besides, we should not throw
the first stone.’” Then Lady Cecilia pleaded, lady this and
lady that, and the whole county, without the least scruple
would visit Madame de St. Cymon.

¢Lady this and lady that may do as they please, or as their
husbands think proper or improper, that is no rule for Lady
Cecilia Clarendon ; and as to the whole county, or the whole
world, what is that to me, when I have formed my own
determination ?’

The fact was, that at this very time Madame de St. Cymon
was about to be separated from her husband. A terrible dis-
covery had just been made. Lord Beltravers had brought his
sister to Old Forest to hide her from London disgrace ; there
he intended to leave her to rusticate, while he should follow
her husband to Paris immediately, to settle the terms of
separation or divorce.

¢ Beauclerc, no doubt, will go to Paris with him,” said the
General.

¢To Paris! when will he set out?’

¢To-day—directly, if Helen has decidedly rejected him;
but you say he did not declare himself. Pray tell me all at
once.’

And if she had done so, all might have been well ; but she

219






HELEN

¢Yes, I really do, but ?
¢ My dear Cecilia, I assure you it is always best to let people
settle their love affairs their own way.’
¢ Yes, certainly—I would not interfere in the least—only to
get Granville back again—and then let them settle it their own
way. Cannot you call at Old Forest ?’
¢No.
¢ Could you not write ?’
¢ No—not unless I know the whole. I will do nothing in the
dark. Always tell your confessor, your lawyer, your physician,
your friend, your whole case, or they are fools or rogues if they
act for you: go back and repeat this to Helen Stanley from me.’
¢ But, my dear, she will think it so unkind.’
¢ Let her show me how I can serve her, and I will do it.’
¢Only write a line to Beauclerc—say, “ Beauclerc, come
back,—here has been a mistake.”’ She would have put a pen
into his hand, and held paper to him.
¢ Let me know the whole, and then, and not till then, can I
judge whether I should be doing right for her or not.” The
difficulty of telling the whole had increased to Lady Cecilia,
even from the hesitation and prevarication she had now made.
¢Let me see Helen,—let me speak to her myself, and learn
what this strange nonsensical mystery is.” He was getting
impatient. ¢ Cannot I see Miss Stanley ?’
¢Why no, my dear love, not just now, she has such a head-
ache! She is lying down. There is the breakfast-bell—after
breakfast, if you please. But I am clear she would rather not
speak to you herself on the subject.’
. “Then come down to breakfast, my dear, and let her settle
it her own way—that is much the best plan. Interference in
love matters always does mischief. Come to breakfast, my
dear—] have no time to lose—I must be off to a court-martial.’
He looked at his watch, and Cecilia went half down stairs
With him, and then ran back to keep Helen quiet by the
Assurance that all would be settled—all would be right, and
she would send her up some breakfast—she must not
think of coming down; and Cecilia lamented half breakfast-
tixme how subject to headaches poor Helen was ; and through
is and through all other conversation she settled what she
“Would do for her. As the last resource, she would tell the
Whole truth—not to her husband, she loved him too well to
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Nothing more can be done. Oh that I had done nothing
about it! All has failed! Heaven knows what may
happen now! Oh if I could but have let it all alone! I
never, never can forgive myself! My dear Helen, be angry
with me—reproach me: pray—pray reproach me as I de-
serve !’ But Helen could not blame one who so blamed
herself—one who, however foolish and wrong she had been,
had done it all from the kindest motives. In the agony of her
penitence, she now told Helen all that had passed between her
and the General ; that, to avoid the shame of confessing to him
her first deception, she had gone on another and another step
in these foolish evasions, contrivances, and mysteries ; how,
thinking she could manage it, she had written without his
knowledge ; and now, to complete her punishment, not only
had everything which she had attempted failed, but a conse-
quence which she could never have foreseen had happened.
¢Here I am, with a note actually in my hand from this horrid
Madame de St. Cymon, whom Clarendon absolutely would not
hear of my even calling upon! Look what she writes to me.
She just took advantage of this opportunity to begin a corre-
spondence before an acquaintance : but I will never answer her.
Here is what she says :—

¢« The Comtesse de St. Cymon exceedingly regrets that
Lady Cecilia Clarendon’s servant did not arrive in time to
deliver her ladyship’s letter into Mr. Beauclerc’s own hand.
Mr. B. left Old Forest with Lord Beltravers early to-day for
Paris. The Comtesse de St. Cymon, understanding that Lady
Cecilia Clarendon is anxious that there should be as little delay
as possible in forwarding her letter, and calculating that if re-
turned by her ladyship’s servant it must be too late for this
day’s post from Clarendon Park, has forwarded it immediately
with her own letters to Paris, which cannot fail to meet Mr.
Beauclerc directly on his arrival there.”

¢Oh!’ cried Lady Cecilia, ‘how angry the General would
be if he knew of this !’ She tore the note to the smallest bits
as she spoke, and threw them away ; and next she begged that
Helen would never say a word about it. There was no use in
telling the General what would only vex him, and what could
not be helped ; and what could lead to nothing, for she should
never answer this note, nor have any further communication of
any kind with Madame de St. Cymon.
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than formerly, less of spontaneous regard, and cordial con-
fidence. It was not that he was displeased by her having
discouraged the addresses of his ward, fond as he was of
Beauclerc, and well as he would have been pleased by the
match. This he distinctly expressed the only time that he
touched upon the subject. He said that Miss Stanley was the
best and the only judge of what would make her happy; but
he could not comprehend the nature of the mistake she had
made ; Cecilia’s explanations, whatever they were, had not
made the matter clear. There was either some caprice, or
some mystery, which he determined not to inquire into, upon
his own principle of leaving people to settle their love affairs
in their own way. Helen’s spirits were lowered : naturally of
great sensibility, she depended more for her happiness on her
inward feelings than upon any external circumstances. A
great deal of gaiety was now going on constantly among the
young people at Clarendon Park, and this made her want of
spirits more disagreeable to herself, more obvious, and more
observed by others. Lady Katrine rallied her unmercifully.
Not suspecting the truth, her ladyship presumed that Miss
Stanley repented of having, before she was asked, said No
instead of Yes to Mr. Churchill. Ever since his departure
she had evidently worn the willow.

Lady Cecilia was excessively vexed by this ill-natured rail-
lery: conscious that she had been the cause of all this annoy-
ance to Helen, and of much more serious evil to her, the zeal
and tenderness of her affection now increased, and was shown
upon every little occasion involuntarily, in a manner that con-
tinually irritated her cousin Katrine’s jealousy. Helen had
been used to live only with those by whom she was beloved,
and she was not at all prepared for the sort of warfare which
Lady Katrine carried on; her perpetual sneers, innuendoes,
and bitter sarcasms, Helen did not resent, but she felt them.
The arrows, ill-aimed and weak, could not penetrate far; it
was not with their point they wounded, but by their venom
—wherever that touched it worked inward mischief.

Often to escape from one false imputation she exposed her-
self to another more grievous. One night, when the young
people wished to dance, and the usual music was not to be
had, Helen played quadrilles, and waltzes, for hours with
indefatigable good-nature, and when some of the party returned
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Katrine’s cruel remarks, Cecilia begged that Helen would
oblige her by laying aside black. ¢Let it be on my birth-
day.’ Lady Cecilia’s birthday was to be celebrated the en-
suing week. ¢Well, for that day certainly I will,’ Helen
said ; ‘but only for that day.’ This would not satisfy Cecilia.
Helen saw that Lady Katrine’s observations had made a
serious impression, and, dreading to become the subject of
daily observation, perhaps altercation, she yielded. The
mourning was thrown aside. Then everything she wore
must be new. Lady Cecilia and Mademoiselle Felicie, her
waiting-maid, insisted upon taking the matter into their own
bands. Helen really intended only to let one dress for her
friend’s birthday be bespoken for her; but from one thing she
was led on to another. Lady Cecilia’s taste in dress was
exquisite. Her first general principle was admirable—¢ What-
ever you buy, let it be the best of its kind, which is always
the cheapest in the end.’ Her second maxim was—¢Never
have anything but from such and such people, or from such
and such places, naming those who were at the moment
accredited by fashion. ¢These, of course, make you pay high
for the name of the thing; but that must be. The name is
ally? said Lady Cecilia. ¢ Does your hat, your bonnet, whatever
it be, come from the reigning fashionable authority ? then it is
right, and you are quite right. You can put down all objections
and objectors with the magic of a name. You need think no
more about your dress; you have no trouble; while the poor
creatures who go toiling and rummaging in cheap shops—
what comes of it but total exhaustion and disgrace? Yes-
terday, now, my dear Helen, recollect. When Lady Katrine,
after dinner, asked little Miss Isdall where she bought that
pretty hat, the poor girl was quite out of countenance. ¢ Really
she did not know ; she only knew it was very cheap.” You
saw that nobody could endure the hat afterwards ; so that, cheap
as it might be, it was money to all intents and purposes
absolutely thrown away, for it did not answer its purpose.’

Helen, laughing, observed that if its purpose had been to
look well, and to make the wearer look well, it had fully
succeeded.

¢ Sophistry, my dear Helen. The purpose was not to look
well, but to have a distinguished air. Dress, and what we call
fashion and taste altogether, you know, are mere matters of
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cumstances—to what was quite contrary to her better judg-
ment. It often so happens that our friends doubly guard one
obvious point of weakness, while another exists undiscovered
by them, and unknown to ourselves. Lady Davenant had
warned Helen against the dangers of indecision and coquetry
with her lovers, but this danger of extravagance in dress she
had not foreseen—and into how much expense this one weak
compliance would lead her, Helen could not calculate. She
had fancied that, at least, till she went to town, she should not
want anything expensive—this was a great mistake. Formerly
in England, as still in every other country but England, a
marked difference was made in the style of dress in the country
and in town. Formerly, overdressing in the country was re-
probated as quite vulgar ; but now, even persons of birth and
fashion are guilty of this want of taste and sense. They dis-
play almost as much expensive dress in the country as in town.

It happened that, among the succession of company at
Clarendon Park this summer, there came, self-invited, from
the royal party in the neighbourhood, a certain wealthy lady,
by some called ¢ Golconda,’ by others ¢the Duchess of Bauble-
shire’ She was passionately fond of dress, and she eclipsed
all rivals in magnificence and variety of ornaments. At
imminent peril of being robbed, she brought to the country,
and carried about everywhere with her, an amazing number
of jewels, wearing two or three different sets at different times
of the day—displaying them on the most absurdly improper
occasions—at a féfe champétre, or a boat-race.

Once, after a riding-party, at a picnic under the trees,
when it had been resolved unanimously that nobody should
change their dress at dinner-time, Golconda appeared in a
splendid necklace, displayed over her riding-dress, and when
she was reproached with having broken through the general
agreement not to dress she replied that ‘really she had put
the thing on in the greatest hurry, without knowing well what
it was, just to oblige her little page who had brought three
sets of jewels for her choice—she had chosen the most
undressed of the three, merely because she could not dis-
appoint the poor little fellow.’

Every one saw the affectation and folly, and above all, the
vulgarity of this display, and those who were most envious
were most eager to comfort themselves by ridicule. Never
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dear!’ replied Lady Cecilia. ¢And if people ask whether
they are real, what would you say? You know there are
everywhere impertinent people ; malicious Lady Katrines, who
will ask questions. Oh! positively I cannot bear to think of
your being detected in passing off counterfeits. In all orna-
ments, it should be genuine or none—none or genuine.’

¢ None, then, let it be for me this time, dear Cecilia.’

Cecilia seemed to submit, and Helen thought she had well
settled it. But on the day of the General's féfe, the pearl
bracelets were on her dressing-table. They were from the
General, and could not be refused. Cecilia declared she had
nothing to do with the matter.

¢Oh, Cecilia !’

¢Upon my word !’ cried Lady Cecilia; ¢and if you doubt
me, the General shall have the honour of presenting, and you
the agony of refusing or accepting, them in full salon.’

Helen sighed, hesitated, and submitted. The General, on
her appearing with the bracelets, bowed, smiled, and thanked
her with his kindest look ; and she was glad to see him look
kindly upon her again.

Having gained her point so pleasantly this time, Lady
Cecilia did not stop there; and Helen found there was no
resource but to bespeak beforehand for herself whatever she
apprehended would be pressed upon her acceptance.

Fresh occasions for display, and new necessities for expense,
continually occurred. Reviews, and races, and race balls, and -
archery meetings, and archery balls, had been, and a regatta
was to be. At some of these the ladies had appeared in
certain uniforms, new, of course, for the day; and now
preparations for the regatta had commenced, and were going
on. It was to last several days; and after the boat-races in
the morning, there were to be balls at night. The first of
these was to be at Clarendon Park, and Mademoiselle Felicie
considered her lady’s dress upon this occasion as one of the
objects of first importance in the universe. She had often
sighed over the long unopened jewel-box. Her lady might as
well be nobody. Mademoiselle Felicie could no ways under-
stand a lady well born not wearing that which distinguished
her above the common ; and if she was ever to wear jewels,
the ball-room was surely the proper place. And the sapphire
necklace would look @ rawir with her lady’s dress, which,
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despatched it. And when it was gone she told Cecilia what
she had done. Cecilia looked startled ; she was well aware
that Helen did not know the high price of what she had
bespoken. But, determining that she would settle it her own
way, she took care not to give any alarm, and shaking her
head, she only reproached Helen playfully with having thus
stolen a march upon her.

¢You think you have out-generaled me, but we shall see.
Remember, I am the wife of a general, and not without
-esources.’

CHAPTER XXIII

OF the regatta, of the fineness of the weather, the beauty of
the spectacle, and the dresses of the ladies, a full account
appeared in the papers of the day, of which it would be use-
less here to give a repetition, and shameful to steal or seem
to steal a description. We shall record only what concerns
Helen.

With the freshness of youth and of her naturally happy
temper, she was delighted with the whole, to her a perfectly
new spectacle, and everybody was pleased except Lady
Katrine, who, in the midst of every amusement, always found
something that annoyed her, something that ¢should not have
been so.’ She was upon this occasion more cross than usual,
because this morning’s uniform was not becoming to her, and
was most particularly so to Miss Stanley, as all the gentlemen
observed. .

Just in time before the ladies went to dress for the ball at
night, the precious box arrived, containing the set of sapphires.
Cecilia opened it eagerly, to see that all was right. Helen
was not in the room. Lady Katrine stood by, and when she
found that these were for Helen, her envious indignation
broke forth. ¢The poor daughters of peers cannot indulge in
such things,’ cried she; ¢they are fit only for rich heiresses !
I understood,” continued she, ‘that Miss Stanley had given
away her fortune to pay her uncle’s debts, but I presume
she has thought better of that, as I always prophesied she
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her figure has been before my eyes ever since, hung round with
jewellery, and with that ew»éole a foot and a half high on her
head : like the Russian bride’s head-gear, which Heber so well
called ‘the most costly deformity he ever beheld.” Really,
this passion for baubles,” continued Lady Davenant, ¢is the
universal passion of our sex. I will give you an instance to
what extravagance it goes. I know a lady of high rank, who
hires a certain pair of emerald earrings at fifteen hundred
pounds per annum. She rents them in this way from some
German countess in whose family they are an heirloom, and
cannot be sold’ Helen expressed her astonishment. ¢This
is only one instance, my dear; I could give you hundreds.
Over the whole world, women of all ages, all ranks, all con-
ditions, have been seized with this bauble insanity—from the
counter to the throne. Think of Marie Antoinette and the
story of her necklace ; and Josephine and her Cisalpine pearls,
and all the falsehoods she told about them to the emperor she
reverenced, the husband she loved—and all for what?—a
string of beads! But I forget cried Lady Davenant, in-
terrupting herself, ‘I must not forget how late it is: and I am
keeping you up, and you have been dancing: forgive me!
When once my mind is moved I forget all hours. Good-night
—or good-morning, my dear child ; go, and rest.’ But just as
Helen was withdrawing her hand, Lady Davenant’s eye fixed
on her pearl bracelets—*¢ Roman pearls, or real? Real, I see,
and very valuable !—given to you, I suppose, by your poor
dear extravagant uncle ?’

Helen cleared her uncle’s memory from this imputation, and
explained that the bracelets were a present from General
Clarendon. She did not know they were so ¢ very valuable,’
but she hoped she had not done wrong to accept of them in
the circumstances ; and she told how she had been induced to
take them.

Lady Davenant said she had done quite right. The General
was no present-maker, and this exception in his favour could
not lead to any future inconvenience. ¢But Cecilia,’ con-
tinued she, ¢is too much addicted to trinket-giving, which
ends often disagreeably even between friends, or at all events
fosters a foolish taste, and moreover associates it with feelings
of affection in a way particularly deceitful and dangerous to
such a little, tender-hearted person as I am speaking to, whose
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cried Cecilia; ¢Felicie tells me that you have been at these
horrid accounts these two hours, and—you look—my dear
Helen, you must let me see how much it is!’ She drew the
total from beneath Helen’s hand. It was astounding even to
Cecilia, as appeared by her first unguarded look of surprise.
But, recovering herself immediately, she in a playfully-scolding
tone told Helen that all this evil came upon her in consequence
of her secret machinations. ¢ You set about to counteract me,
wrote for things that I might not get them for you, you see
what has come of it! As to these bills, they are all from
tradespeople who cannot be in a hurry to be paid; and as to
the things Felicie has got for you, she can wait, is not she a
waiting-woman by profession ? Now, where is the ruby brooch?
Have you never looked at it ?—1I hope it is pretty—I am sure
it is handsome,’ cried she, as she opened the case. ‘Yes; I
like it prodigiously, I will take it off your hands, my dear ; will
that do?’

¢No, Cecilia, I cannot let you do that, for you have one the
same, I know, and you cannot want another—no, no.’

¢You speak like an angel, my dear, but you do not look
like one,’ said Cecilia. ¢So woebegone, so pale a creature,
never did I see! do look at yourself in the glass ; but you are
too wretched to plague. Seriously, I want this brooch, and
mine it must be—it is mine : I have a use for it, I assure you.’

¢Well, if you have a use for it, really,” said Helen, ¢I should
indeed be very glad )

¢Be glad then, it is mine,’ said Cecilia; ‘and now it is
yours, my dear Helen, now, not a word, pray, if you love me!’

Helen could not accept of it ; she thanked Cecilia with all
her heart, she felt her kindness—her generosity, but even the
hitherto irresistible words, ¢If you love me, were urged in
vain. If she had not been in actual need of money, she might
have been over-persuaded, but now her spirit of independence
strengthened her resolution, and she persisted in her refusal.
Lady Davenant’s bell rang, and Helen, slowly rising, took up
the miserable accounts, and said, ¢ Now I must go——'

¢Where !’ said Cecilia; “you look as if you had heard a
knell that summoned you—what are you going to do ?’

¢ To tell all my follies to Lady Davenant.’

¢Tell your follies to nobody but me,’ cried Lady Cecilia.
¢I have enough of my own to sympathise with you, but do not
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¢ Dishonesty ! how ?’

¢ Ask yourself, Helen: is a person honest, who orders and
takes from the owner that for which he cannot pay? Answer
me, honest or dishonest ?’

¢ Dishonest ! if I had intended not to pay. But I did intend
to pay, and I will.?

‘You will! The weak have no will—never dare to say I
will. Tell me how you will pay that which you owe. You
have no means—no choice, except to take from the fund you
have already willed to another purpose. See what good in-
tentions come to, Helen, when you cannot abide by them !’

¢But I can, cried Helen; ¢whatever else I do, I will not
touch that fund, destined for my dear uncle—I have not
touched it. I could pay it in two years, and I will—I will
give up my whole allowance.’

¢And what will you live upon in the meantime ?’

¢I should not have said my whole allowance, but I can do
with very little, I will buy nothing new.’

¢ Buy nothing—Tlive upon nothing !’ repeated Lady Davenant;
‘how often have I heard these words said by the most im-
provident, in the moment of repentance, even then as blind
and uncalculating as ever! And you, Helen, talk to me of
your powers of forbearance,—you, who, with the strongest
motive your heart could feel, have not been able for a few
short months to resist the most foolish—the most useless
fancies.’

Helen burst into tears. But Lady Davenant, unmoved, at
least to all outward appearance, coldly said, ¢It is not feeling
that you want, or that I require from you; I am not to be
satisfied by words or tears.’

¢1 deserve it all,” said Helen; ‘and I know you are not
cruel. In the midst of all this, I know you are my best
friend.

Lady Davenant was now obliged to be silent, lest her voice
should betray more tenderness than her countenance chose
to show.

¢ Only tell me what I can do now,’ continued Helen ; ¢what
can I do?’

¢What you CAN do, I will tell you, Helen. Who was the
man you were dancing with last night ?’

¢I danced with several ; which do you mean?’
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up the bauble is good ; the means, at whatever loss, we will
contrive for you, if you are determined.’

¢Determined !—oh yes.” She ran for the bracelets and
brooch, and eagerly put them into Lady Davenant’s hand.
And now another bright idea came into her mind: she had a
carriage of her own—a very handsome carriage, almost new ;
she could part with it—yes, she would, though it was a present
from her dear uncle—his last gift; and he had taken such
pleasure in having it made perfect for her. She was very,
very fond of it, but she would part with it; she saw no other
means of abiding by her promise, and paying his debts and
her own. This passed rapidly through her mind; and when
she had expressed her determination, Lady Davenant’s manner
instantly returned to all its usual kindness, and she exclaimed
as she embraced her, drew her to her, and kissed her again
and again—¢‘You are my own Helen! These are deeds,
Helen, not words : I am satisfied—I may be satisfied with you
now.

¢And about that carriage, my dear, it shall not go to a
stranger, it shall be mine. I want a travelling chaise—I will
purchase it from you: I shall value it for my poor friend’s
sake, and for yours, Helen. So now it is settled, and you are
clear in the world again. I will never spoil you, but I will
always serve you, and a greater pleasure I cannot have in this
world.!

After this happy termination of the dreaded confession, how
nuch did Helen rejoice that she had had the courage to tell
ill to her friend. The pain was transient—the confidence
permanent.

As Helen was going into her own room, she saw Cecilia
flying upstairs towards her, with an open letter in her hand,
her face radiant with joy. ¢I always knew it would all end
well!  Churchill might well say that all the sand in my hour-
glass was diamond sand. There, my dear Helen—there,’
cried Cecilia, embracing her as she put the letter into her
hand. It was from Beauclerc, his answer to Lady Cecilia’s
letter, which had followed him to Naples. It was written the
very instant he had read her explanation, and, warm from his
heart, he poured out all the joy he felt on hearing the truth,
and, in his transport of delight, he declared that he quite for-
gave Lady Cecilia, and would forget, as she desired, all the
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nisery she had made him feel. Some confounded quarantine
1e feared might detain him, but he would certainly be at
Clarendon Park in as short a time as possible. Helen’s first
smile, he said, would console him for all he had suffered, and
make him forget everything.

Helen’s first smile he did not see, nor the blush which
spread and rose as she read. Cecilia was delighted. ¢ Gene-
rous, affectionate Cecilia !’ thought Helen ; ¢if she has faults,
and she really has but one, who could help loving her?’
Not Helen, certainly, or she would have been the most
ungrateful of human beings. Besides her sympathy in Helen’s
happiness, Cecilia was especially rejoiced at this letter, coming,
as it did, the very day after her mother’s return; for though
she had written to Lady Davenant on Beauclerc’s departure,
and told her that he was gone only on Lord Beltravers’s
account, yet she dreaded that, when it came to speaking, her
mother’s penetration would discover that something extraordi-
nary had happened. Now all was easy. Beauclerc was coming
back : he had finished his friend’s business, and, before he
returned to Clarendon Park he wished to know if he might
appear there as the acknowledged admirer of Miss Stanley—if
he might with any chance of success pay his addresses to her.
Secure that her mother would never ask to see the letter,
considering it either as a private communication to his guardian,
or as a love-letter to Helen, Cecilia gave this version of it to
Lady Davenant ; aid how she settled it with the General Helen
never knew, but it seemed all smooth and right.

And now, the regatta being at an end, the archery meetings
over, and no hope of further gaiety for this season at Clarendon
Park, the Castleforts and Lady Katrine departed. Lady
Katrine’s last satisfaction was the hard haughty look with which
she took leave of Miss Stanley—a look expressing, as well as
the bitter smile and cold form of good breeding could express
it, unconquered, unconquerable hate.
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how tired she is of the stupid, and how she despises the mean ;
and all the underlings think she can undo them with papa, for
it has gone abroad that she governs, while, in fact, though
papa asks her advice, to be sure, because she is so wise, she
never does interfere in the least ; but, now it has once got into
the world’s obstinate head that she does, it cannot be put out
again, and mamma is the last person upon earth to take her
own part, or condescend to explain and set things right. She
is always thinking of papa’s glory and the good of the public,
but the public will never thank him and much less her ; so there
she is, a martyr without her crown ; now, if I were to make a
martyr of myself, which Heaven forbid ! I would at least take
right good care to secure my crown, and to have my full glory
round my head, and set on becomingly. But seriously, my
dear Helen,’ continued Lady Cecilia, ‘I am unhappy about
papa and mamma, I assure you. I have seen little clouds of
discontent long gathering, lowering, and blackening, and I
know they will burst over their heads in some tremendous
storm at last.’

Helen hoped not, but looked frightened.

¢Oh, you may hope not, my dear, but I know it will be—
we may not hear the thunder, but we shall see the lightning
all the more dangerous. We shall be struck down, unless
? she paused.

¢ Unless what ?’ said Helen.

¢ Unless the storm be dispersed in time.’

¢ And how ?’ ‘

¢ The lightning drawn off by some good conductor—such
as myself; I am quite serious, and though you were angry
with me for laughing just now, as if I was not the best of
daughters, even though I laugh, I can tell you I am meditating
an act of self-devotion for my mother’s sake—a grand coup
ddtat.

¢ Coup d’¢tat? you, Cecilia! my dear——

¢ 1, Helen, little as you think of me.’

¢«Of your political talents you don’t expect me to think
much, do you?’

¢ My political talents ! you shall see what they are. I am
capable of a grand coup d’¢tat. 1 will have next week a three-
days’ congress, anti-political, at Clarendon Park, where not a
word of politics shall be heard, nor anything but nonsense if I
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polite in his reception of these to him unwelcome guests.
His manner was not false; it was only properly polite, not
tending to deceive any one who understood the tokens of con-
ventional good breeding. It however required considerable
power over himself to keep the line of demarcation correctly,
with one person in particular to whom he had a strong political
aversion : Mr. Harley. His very name was abhorrent to
General Clarendon, who usually designated him as ¢that
Genius, Cecilia—that favourite of your mother’s |’—while to
Lady Davenant Mr. Harley was the only person from whose
presence she anticipated any pleasure, or who could make the
rest of the party to her endurable.

Helen, though apprehensive of what might be the ultimate
result of this congress, yet could not help rejoicing that she
should now have an opportunity of seeing some of those who
are usually considered ‘high as human veneration can look.’
It is easy, after one knows who is who, to determine that we
should have found out the characteristic qualities and talents
in each countenance. Lady Cecilia, however, would not tell
Helen the names of the celebrated unknown who were as-

' sembled when they went into the drawing-room before dinner,
and she endeavoured to guess from their conversation the
different characters of the speakers; but only a few sentences
were uttered, signifying nothing ; snuff-boxes were presented,
pinches taken and inclinations made with becoming reciprocity,
but the physiognomy of a snuff-box Helen could not interpret,
though Lavater asserts that everything in nature, even a cup
of tea, has a physiognomy.

Dinner was announced, and the company paired off, seem-
ingly not standing on the order of their going ; yet all, especi-
ally as some were strangers, secretly mindful of their honours,
and they moved on in precedence just, and found themselves
in places due at the dinner-table.

But Helen did not seem likely to obtain more insight into
the characters of these great personages in the dining-room
than she had done in the drawing-room. For it often happens
that, when the most celebrated, and even the most intellectual
persons are brought together expressly for the purpose of con-
versation, then it does not flow, but sinks to silence, and ends
at last in the stagnation of utter stupidity. Each seems
oppressed with the weight of his own reputation, and, in the
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At the dessert, however, after the servants had withdrawn,
most people began to talk a little to their next neighbours ;
but by this Helen profited not, for each pair spoke low, and
those who were beside her on either hand were not disposed
to talk ; she was seated between Sir Benjamin Bearcroft and
Mr. Harley—Sir Benjamin the man of law, and Mr. Harley
the man of gsnius, each eminent in his kind ; but he of law
seemed to have nothing in him but law, of which he was very
ful. In Sir Benjamin’s economy of human life it was a
wholesome rule, which he practised invariably, to let his
understanding sleep in company, that it might waken in the
courts, and for his repose he needed not what some great men
have professed so much to like—¢the pillow of a woman’s
mind.” Helen did not much regret the silence of this great
legal authority, but she was very sorry that the man of genius
did not talk ; she did not expect him to speak to her, but she
wished to hear him converse with others. But something was
the matter with him ; from the moment he sat down to dinner
Helen saw he seemed discomfited. He first put his hand
across his eyes, then pressed his forehead ; she feared he had
a bad headache. The hand went next to his ear, with a
shrinking, excruciating gesture ; it must be the earache, thought
Helen. Presently his jaws were pinched together ; toothache
perhaps. At last she detected the disturbing cause. Opposite
to Mr. Harley, and beside Lady Davenant, sat a person whom
he could not endure; one, in the first place, of an opposite
party, but that was nothing ; a man who was, in Mr. Harley’s
opinion, a disgrace to any party, and what could bring him
here? They had had several battles in public, but had never
before met in private society, and the aversion of Mr. Harley
seemed to increase inversely as the squares of the distance.
Helen could not see in the object adequate cause for this
antipathy : the gentleman looked civil, smiling, rather mean,
and quite insignificant, and he really was as insignificant as
he appeared—not of consequence in any point of view. He
was not high in office, nor ambassador, nor ckargé-d’affaires ;
not certain that he was an affacké even, but he was said to
have the ear of somebody, and was reputed to be secretly
employed in diplomatic transactions of equivocal character;
disclaimed, but used, by his superiors, and courted by his timid
inferiors, whom he had persuaded of his great influence
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attracted and repelled, or mutually influential, is to those who
have not seen and studied the planisphere absolutely incom-
prehensible. And, as she pondered on this difficulty, the
ambassadress, all foreigner as she was, and all unused to
silence, spoke not, and no one spoke; and nought was heard
but the cup on the saucer, or the spoon in the cup, or the
buzzing of a fly in the window.

In the midst of this awful calm it was that Lady Bearcroft
blurted out with loud voice——¢Amazing entertaining we are!
so many clever people got together, too, for what?’ It was
worth while to have seen Lady Masham’s face at that moment !
Lady Bearcroft saw it, and, fearing no mortal, struck with the
comic of that look of Lady Masham’s, burst into laughter
uncontrolled, and the contrast of dignity and gravity in Lady
Davenant only made her laugh the more, till out of the room
at last she ran. Lady Masham all the while, of course, never
betrayed the slightest idea that she could by any possibility
have been the object of Lady Bearcroft’s mirth. But Lady
Davenant—how did she take it? To her daughter’s infinite
relief, quite quietly ; she looked rather amused than displeased.
She bore with Lady Bearcroft, altogether, better than could
have been expected ; because she considered her only as a
person unfortunately out of her place in society, and, without
any fault of her own, dragged up from below to a height of
situation for which nature had never intended, and neither art
nor education had ever prepared her; whose faults and
deficiencies were thus brought into the flash of day at once,
before the malice of party and the fastidiousness of fashion,
which knows not to distinguish between mangue desprit and
manque d’usage.

Not so Lady Davenant : she made liberal and philosophic
allowance for even those faults of manner which were most
glaring, and she further suspected that Lady Bearcroft pur-
posely exaggerated her own vulgarity, partly for diversion,
partly to make people stare, and partly to prevent their seeing
what was habitual, and what involuntary, by hiding the
bounds of reality. Of this Lady Masham had not the most
distant conception ; on the contrary, she was now prepared to
tell a variety of odd anecdotes of Lady Bearcroft. She had
seen, she said, this extraordinary person before, but had never
met her in society, and delighted she was unexpectedly to find
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ridiculous, as to those who become famous for wit, that all
good things in their kinds are attributed to them ; though the
one may have no claim to half the witticisms, and the other
may not be responsible for half the absurdities, for which they
have the reputation. It required all Lady Masham’s politeness
to look pleased, and all her candour to be quite happy to be
set right as to that last anecdote. But many she had heard
of Lady Bearcroft were really incredible. ¢Yet one would
almost believe anything of her.’” While she was yet speaking,
Lady Bearcroft returned, and her malicious enemy, leaning
back in her chair as if in expectation of the piece beginning,
waited for her puppet to play or be played off.

All this time Lady Cecilia was not at ease ; she, well aware
what her mother would feel, and had felt, while Lady Masham
was going on with this gossip-talk, had stood between her
ladyship and Lady Davenant, and, as Lady Masham did not
speak much above her breath, Cecilia had for some time
flattered herself that her laudable endeavours to intercept the
sound, or to prevent the sense from reaching her mother’s ear,
had succeeded, especially as she had made as many exclama-
tions as she could of ¢Really!’ ¢Indeed!’ ‘How extraordi-
nary !’ ¢You do not say so?’ which, as she pronounced them,
might have excited the curiosity of commonplace people, but
which she knew would in her mother’s mind deaden all desire to
listen. However, Lady Masham had raised her voice, and
from time to time had stretched her neck of snow beyond
Lady Cecilia’s intercepting drapery, so as actually to claim
Lady Davenant’s attention. The consequences her daughter
heard and felt. She heard the tap, tap, tap of the ivory
folding-knife upon the table ; and well interpreting, she knew,
even before she saw her mother’s countenance, that Lady
Masham had undone herself, and, what was of much more
consequence, had destroyed all chance of accomplishing that
reconciliation with ‘mamma,’ that projected coalition which
was to have been of such ultimate advantage to ¢ papa.’

Notwithstanding Lady Bearcroft’s want of knowledge of the
great world, she had considerable knowledge of human nature,
which stood her wonderfully in stead. She had no notion of
being made sport of for the éldgantes, and, with all Lady
Masham’s plausibility of persiflage, she never obtained her end,
and never elicited anything really absurd by all attempts to
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at decart/ with Lady Masham, who found him ¢quite a well-
mannered, pleasant person.’ Lady Cecilia explained to Mr.
Harley that it was her fault—her mistake entirely—that this
person had been invited. Mr. Harley was now himself again,
and happy in conversation with Lady Davenant, beside whom
he found his place on the sofa.

After Helen had done her duty at harp and pianoforte,
Cecilia relieved her, and whispered that she might now go to
her mother’s sofa, and rest and be happy. ‘Mamma’s work
is in some puzzle, Helen ; you must go and set it to rights, my
dear.’ Lady Davenant welcomed her with a smile, made
room for her on the sofa, and made over to her the tambour-
frame ; and now that Helen saw and heard Mr. Harley in his
natural state, she could scarcely believe that he was the same
person who had sat beside her at dinner. Animated and
delightful he was now, and, what she particularly liked in him,
there was no display—nothing in the Churchill style. When-
ever any one came near, and seemed to wish to hear or speak,
Mr. Harley not only gave them fair play, but helped them in
their play. Helen observed that he possessed the art which
she had often remarked in Lord Davenant, peculiar to good-
natured gepius—the art of drawing something good out of
everybody; sometimes more than they knew they had in
them till it was brought out. Even from Lord Masham,

~insipid and soulless though he was, as any courtier-lord in
waiting could be, something was extracted ; Lord Masham,
universally believed to have nothing in him, was this evening
surprisingly entertaining. He gave Lady Davenant a de-
scription of what he had been so fortunate as to see—the first
public dinner of the king of France on his restoration, served
according to all the ci-devant ceremonials, and in the etiquette
of Louis the Fourteenth’s time. Lord Masham represented in
a lively manner the Marquis de Dreux, in all his antiquarian
glory, going through the whole form prescribed : first knocking
with his cane at the door; then followed by three guards
with shouldered carbines, marching to buttery and hall, each
and every officer of the household making reverential obeisance
as they passed to the /NVef—the Nef being, as Lord Masham
explained to Miss Stanley, a piece of gilt plate in the shape of
the hull of a ship, in which the napkins for the king’s table
are kept. ¢ But why should the hull of a ship be appropriated
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talents, but far more on the good breeding and temper of those
who spoke and those who listened. Time in the first place
was allowed and taken for each to be understood, and no one
was urged by exclamation, or misconception, or contradiction,
to say more than just the thing he thought.

Lady Cecilia, who had now joined the party, was a little in
pain when she heard Louis the Fourteenth’s love for punctu-
ality alluded to. She dreaded, when the General quoted
¢ Punctuality is the virtue of princes,” that Mr. Harley, with
the usual impatience of genius, would have ridiculed so
antiquated a notion ; but, to Lady Cecilia’s surprise, he even
took the part of punctuality; in a very edifying manner he
distinguished it from mere ceremonial etiquette—the ceremonial
of the German courts, where ¢they lose time at breakfast, at
dinner, at supper ; at court, in the antechamber, on the stairs,
everywhere ’ ;—punctuality was, he thought, a habit worthy to
be ranked with the virtues, by its effects upon the mind, the
power it demands and gives of self-control, raising in us a daily,
hourly sense of duty, of something that ought, that must be
done, one of the best habits human creatures can have, either
for their own sake or the sake of those with whom they live.
And to kings and courtiers more particularly, because it gives
the idea of stability—of duration ; and to the aged, because it
gives a sort of belief that life will last for ever. The General
had often thought this, but said he had never heard it so well
expressed : he afterwards acknowledged to Cecilia that he
found Mr. Harley was quite a different person from what he
had expected—¢ He has good sense, as well as genius and
good breeding. I am glad, my dear Cecilia, that you asked
him here.’ This was a great triumph.

Towards the close of the evening, when mortals are begin-
ing to think of bed-chamber candles, Lady Cecilia looked at
the deart/ table, and said to her mother, ¢ How happy they are,
and how comfortable we are! A card table is really a ne-
cessary of life—not even music is more universally useful.’
Mr. Harley said, ‘I doubt and then arose between Lady
Davenant and him an argument upon the comparative power
in modern society of music and cards. Mr. Harley took the
side of music, but Lady Davenant inclined to think that cards,
in their day, and their day is not over yet, have had a wider
range of influence. ¢ Nothing like that happy board of green
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plain as possible—Countess Davenant, surely that is right
enough?’ Then opening a red morocco case she showed a
magnificent diamond Sévigné. ¢ Observe now,’ she continued,
¢ these diamonds are so big, my dear Miss Hanley—Stanley—
they would have been quite out of my reach, only for that late
French invention which maybe you may not have heard of,
nor should I, but for the hint of a friend at Paris, who is in
the jewellery line. The French, you must know, have got the
art of sticking small di'monds together so as to make little
worthless ones into large, so that, as you see, you would never
tell the difference; and as it was a new discovery, and some-
thing ingenious and scientific, and Lady Davenant being re-
ported to be a scientific lady, as well as political and influential,
and all that, I thought it a good opportunity, and a fine excuse
for paying her a compliment, which I had long wished to pay,
for she was once on a time very kind to Sir Ben, and got him
appointed to his present station; and though Lord Davenant
was the ostensible person, I considered her as the prime mover
behind the curtain. Accordingly, I sat me down, and wrote
as pretty a note as I could pen, and Sir Ben approved of the
whole thing ; but I don’t say that I'm positive he was as off-
handed and clean-hearted in the matter as I was, for between
you and I his gratitude, as they say of some people’s, is apt to
squint with one eye to the future as well as one to the past—
you comprehend ?’

Helen was not clear that she comprehended all that had
been said ; still less had she any idea what she could have to
do in this matter ; she waited for further explanation.

¢Now all I want from you then, Miss Hanley—Stanley I
would say, I beg pardon, I'm the worst at proper names that
lives—but all I want of you, Miss Hanley, is—first, your
opinion as to the validity of the handwriting,—well, you are
positive, then, that this muis-sent is her hand. Now then, I
want to know, do you think Lady Davenant knew what she
was about when she wrote it ?’

Helen’s eyes opened to their utmost power of distension, at
the idea of anybody’s questioning that Lady Davenant knew
what she was about.

¢La! my dear,’ said Lady Bearcroft ; ¢spare the whites of
your eyes, I didn’t mean she didn’t know what she was about
in zAkat sense.
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CHAPTER XXVI

¢ MY dear Helen, there is an end of everything!’ cried Lady
Cecilia, the next day, bursting into Helen’s room, and standing
before her with an air of consternation. ¢ What has brought
things to this sad pass, I know not,’ continued she, ¢for, but
an hour before, I left everybody in good - humour with them-
selves—all in good train. But now ?

¢What ?’ said Helen, ¢for you have not given me the least
idea of what has happened.’

¢Because I have not the least idea myself, my dear. All
I know is, that something has gone wrong, dreadfully, be-
tween my mother and Lady Bearcroft. Mamma would -not
tell me what it is ; but her indignation is at such a height she
declares she will not see that woman again :—positively will
not come forth from her chamber as long as Lady Bearcroft
remains in the house. So there is a total break-up—and I
wish I had never meddled with anything. Oh that I had never
brought together these unsuitabilities, these incompatibilities !
O Helen ! what shall I do?’

Quite pale, Lady Cecilia stood, really in despair; and
Helen did not know what to advise.

¢Do you know anything about it, Helen, for you look as if
you did ?’

An abrupt knock at the door interrupted them, and, without
waiting for permission, in came Lady Bearcroft, as if blown
by a high wind, looking very red : half angry, half frightened,
and then laughing, she exclaimed—¢‘A fine boggle-de-botch 1
have made of it !’ But seeing Lady Cecilia, she stopped short
—¢Beg pardon—thought you were by yourself, Miss Hanley.’

Lady Cecilia instantly offered to retire, yet intimated, as she
moved towards the door, a wish to stay, and, if it were not too
much, to ask what was meant by

¢ By boggle-de-botch, do you mean ?’ said Lady Bearcroft.
¢I am aware it is not a canonical word—classical, I mean ;
nor in nor out of any dictionary, perhaps—but when people are
warm, they cannot stand picking terms.’
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that sort with your Lady Davenant, but I am entirely con-
vinced all you told me is true, for I peeped quite close at her,
lifted up the hood, and found there were not two faces under it—
only one very angry one for my pains. But I declare I would
rather see that than a double one, like my Lady Masham’s,
with her spermaceti smile. And after all, do you know,’ con-
tinued Lady Bearcroft in a right vulgarly-cordial tone—*do
you know now, really, the first anger over, I like Lady
Davenant—I protest and vow, even her pride I like—it well
became her—birth and all, for I hear she is straight from
Charlemagne! But I was going to mention, now my recol-
lection is coming to me, that when I began talking to her
ladyship of Sir Ben’s gratitude about that place she got for
him, she cut me short with her queer look, and said she was
sure that Lord Davenant (and if he had been the king him-
self, instead of only her husband, and your father, Lady Cecilia,
she could not have pronounced his name with more distinction)
—she was sure, she said, that Lord Davenant would not have
been instrumental in obtaining that place for Sir Benjamin
Bearcroft if he had known any man more worthy of it, which
indeed I did not think at the time over and above civil—for
where, then, was the particular compliment to Sir Ben ?’

But when Lady Bearcroft saw Lady Cecilia’s anxiety and
real distress at her mother’s indignant resolution, she, with
surprising good-humour, said,—¢I wish I could settle it for
you, my dear. I cannot go away directly, which would be the
best move, because Sir Benjamin has business here to-day with
Lord Davenant—some job of his own, which must take place
of any movements of mine, he being the more worthy gender.
But I will tell you what I can do, and will, and welcome. I
will keep my room instead of your mother keeping hers ; so
you may run and tell Lady Davenant that she is a prisoner at
large, with the range of the whole house, without any danger
of meeting me, for I shall not stir till the carriage is at the
door to-morrow morning, when she will not be up, for we will
have it at six. I will tell Sir Benjamin, he is in a hurry back
to town, and he always is. So all is right on my part. And
go you to your mother, my dear Lady Cecilia, and settle her.
I am glad to see you smile again ; it is 2 pity you should ever
do anything else.’

It was not long before Cecilia returned, proclaiming ¢ Peace,
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¢Yes, mamma, yes; now I feel much more comfortable.
The unicorn has convinced me,’ said Lady Cecilia, laughing
and singing
¢’Tis all a mere fable ; there’s nothing to fear.

¢ And 1 shall think of her henceforth as nothing but what she
appears to be, a well-dressed, well-bred, fine lady. Ay—every
inch a fine lady; every word, look, motion, thought, suited to
that métier.

¢ That vocation,’ said Lady Davenant ; ‘it is above a trade ;
with her it really is a sacred duty, not merely a pleasure, to be
fine. She is a fine lady of the first order; nothing too
professional in her manner—no obvious affectation, for affecta-
tion in her was so early wrought into habit as to have become
second nature, scarcely distinguishable from real—all easy.’

¢ Just so, mamma ; one gets on so easy with her.’

¢ A curious illusion,’ continued Lady Davenant, ¢ occurs with
every one making acquaintance with such persons as Lady
Masham, I have observed ; perhaps it is that some sensation
of the tread-mill life she leads communicates itself to those she
is talking to; which makes you fancy you are always getting
on, but you never do get beyond a certain point.’

¢That is exactly what I feel,’ said Helen, ‘while Lady
Masham speaks, or while she listens, I almost wonder how she
ever existed without me.’

¢ Yes, and though one knows it is all an illusion,’ said Lady
Cecilia, ¢still one is pleased, knowing all the time that she
cannot possibly care for one in the least ; but then one does
not expect everybody to care for one really ; at least I know I
cannot like all my acquaintances as much as my friends, much
less can I love all my neighbours as myself——’

¢Come, come, Cecilia !’ said her mother.

¢By “come, come | ” mamma means, don’t go any further,
Cecilia,’ said she, turning to Helen. ¢But now, mamma, I am
not clear whether you really think her your friend or your
enemy, inclined to do you mischief or not. Just as it may be
for her interest or not, I suppose.’

¢And just as it may be the fashion or not, said Lady
Davenant. ‘I remember hearing old Lady M , one of
the cleverest women of the last century, and one who had seen
much of the world, say, ¢ If it was the fashion to burn me, and
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¢that all Sir William Davenant’s works go with her to papa’s
credit, for as she spoke she gave a polite glance towards the
bookcase where she saw their gilded backs, and I found the
ambassador himself, afterwards, with ¢ Davenant on Trade”
in his hand ! Be it so: it is not, after all, you know, robbing
the dead, only inheriting by mistake from a namesake, which
with foreigners is allowable, because impossible to avoid, from
the time of ¢ Monsieur Robinson parent apparemment de
Monsieur Crusoe 2 to the present day.’

By dint of keeping well asunder those who would not draw
well together, Lady Cecilia did contrive to get through the
remaining morning of this operose visit ; some she sent out to
drive with gallant military outriders to see places in the neigh-
bourhood famed for this or that; others walked or boated, or
went through the customary course of conservatories, pheasantry,
flower-garden, pleasure-grounds, and best views of Clarendon
Park—and billiards always. The political conferences were
held in Lord Davenant’s apartment : to what these conferences
tended we never knew and never shall ; we consider them as
matters of history, and leave them with due deference to the
historian ; we have to do only with biography. Far be it from
us to meddle with politics—we have quite enough to do with
manners and morality.

CHAPTER XXVII

THE next day, as Helen was going across the hall, she saw the
members of the last political conclave coming out of Lord
Davenant’s room, each looking as if the pope had not been
chosen according to his wish—dark and disappointed ; even
Mr. Harley’s radiant countenance was dimmed, and the dry
symptomatic cough which he gave after taking leave of Lady
Davenant convinced Helen that all was not well within. He
departed, and there seemed to be among those who remained
a greater constraint than ever. There appeared to be in each
an awakened sense that there were points on which they
could never agree; all seemed to feel how different it would
have been if Mr. Harley had remained. True, the absence or
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such doctrine were not understood in the practice there,
subaudsito, if not publicly proclaimed with an absolute ¢ Whereas
be it known from henceforth.’

Whether this was dry humour of Sir Benjamin’s, or plain
matter of fact and serious opinion, the gravity with which it
was delivered indicated not; but it produced the good effect
of a smile, a laugh, at him or with him. Lady Cecilia did
not care which, the laugh was good at all events; her in-
vincible good-nature and sweetness of temper had not been
soured or conquered even by her mother's severity ; and Lady
Davenant, observing this, forgave and wished to be forgiven.

¢ My dearest Cecilia,’ said she, ¢clasp this bracelet for me,
will you? It would really be a national blessing, if, in the
present times, all women were as amiable as you,

¢Fond to spread friendships, but to cover heats.’

Then, turning to a French gentleman, she spoke of the change
she had observed when she was last at Paris, from the over-
whelming violence of party spirit on all sides.

¢ Dreadfully true,’ the French gentleman replied—¢party
spirit, taking every Proteus form, calling itself by a hundred
names and with a thousand devices and watchwords, which
would be too ridiculous if they were not too terrible—domestic
happiness destroyed, all society disordered, disorganised—
literature not able to support herself, scarcely appearing in
company—all precluded, superseded by the politics of the
day.’

Lady Davenant joined with him in his regrets, and added
that she feared society in England would soon be brought to
the same condition.

¢No,’ said the French gentleman; ¢English ladies will
never be so vehement as my countrywomen ; they will never
become, I hope, like some of our lady politicians, ¢ gus keurlent
comme des demons.”’

Lady Cecilia said that, from what she had seen at Paris,
she was persuaded that if the ladies did bawl too loud it was
because the gentlemen did not listen to them; that above
half the party-violence which appeared in Parisian belles was
merely dramatic, to produce a sensation, and draw the gentle-
men, from the black pelofons in which they gathered, back to
their proper positions round the faufeusls of the fair ladies.
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but make goodness agreeable, and smile, instead of frowning
in their virtue, how many they would win to the good cause!’
Lady Cecilia in this was good at need, and at her utmost
need, obedient to her call, came this happy little genius, and
brought with him song and dance, riddle and charade, and
comic prints; and on a half-opened parcel of books Cecilia
darted, and produced a Comic Annual, illustrated by him
whom no risible muscles can resist. All smiled who under-
stood, and mirth admitted of her crew all who smiled, and
party-spirit fled. But there were foreigners present. For-
eigners cannot well understand our local allusions ; our Cruik-
shank is to them unintelligible, and Hood’s Sorrows of
Number One quite lost upon them. Then Lady Bearcroft
thought she would do as much as Lady Cecilia, and more—
that she would produce what these poor foreigners could
comprehend. But not at her call came the genius of lively
nonsense, he heard her not. In his stead came that counter-
feit, who thinks it witty to be rude:
And placing raillery in railing,
Will tell aloud your greatest failing—

that vulgar imp yclept Fun—known by his broad grin, by
his loud tone, and by his rude banter. Head foremost forcing
himself in, came he, and brought with him a heap of coarse
caricatures, and they were party caricatures.

¢ Capital I’ Lady Bearcroft, however, pronounced them, as
she spread all upon the table for applause—but no applause
ensued.

Not such, these, as real good English humour produces
and enjoys, independently of party—these were all too broad,
too coarse. Lady Davenant despised, the General detested,
Helen turned away, and Lady Cecilia threw them under the
table, that they might not be seen by the foreigners. ¢For
the honour of England do not let them be spread abroad,
pray, Lady Bearcroft.’

¢The world is grown mighty nice!’ said Lady Bearcroft ;
¢for my part, give me a good laugh when it is to be had.’

¢Perhaps we shall find one here’ said Lady Cecilia,
opening a portfolio of caricatures in a different style, but they
were old, and Lady Bearcroft would have thrown them aside ;
but Lord Davenant observed that, if they have lasted so long,
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¢ Here’s to rats and ratcatchers of every degree,
The rat that is trapped, and the rat that is free,
The rat that is shy, sir, the rat that is bold, sir,
The rat upon sale, sir, the rat that is sold, sir.
Let the rats rat! Success to them all,
And well off to the old ones before the house fall 1’

CHAPTER XXVIII

SIR BENJAMIN and Lady Bearcroft departed at six o’clock the
next morning, and all the rest of the political and diplomatic
corps /eft immediately after breakfast.

Lady Davenant looked relieved, the General satisfied, and
Lady Cecilia consoled herself with the hope that, if she had
done no good, she had not done any harm. This was a bad
slide, perhaps, in the magic lantern, but would leave no trace
behind. She began now to be very impatient for Beauclerc’s
appearance ; alway sanguine, and as rapid in her conclusions
as she was precipitate in her actions, she felt no doubt, no
anxiety, as to the future ; for, though she refrained from ques-
tioning Helen as to her sentiments for Beauclerc, she was
pretty well satisfied on that subject. Helen was particularly
grateful to Lady Cecilia for this forbearance, being almost
ashamed to own, even to herself, how exceedingly happy she
felt ; and now that it was no longer wrong in her to love, or
dishonourable in him to wish to be loved, she was surprised to
find how completely the idea of Beauclerc was connected with
and interwoven through all her thoughts, pursuits, and senti-
ments. He had certainly been constantly in her company for
several months, a whole summer, but she could scarcely believe
that during this time he could have become so necessary to her
happiness. While, with still-increasing agitation, she looked
forward to his arrival, she felt as if Lady Davenant’s presence
was a sort of protection, a something to rely on, in the new
circumstances in which she was to be placed. Lord Davenant
had returned to town, but Lady Davenant remained. The
Russian embassy seemed still in abeyance.

One morning as Helen was sitting in Lady Davenant’s
room alone with her, she said suddenly: ¢At your age,
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and were I to begin life over again, my conduct should in
some respects be different. Of the public dangers and private
personal inconveniences that may result from women becoming
politicians, or, as you better express our meaning, interfering
with public affairs, no one can be more aware than I am.
Interfering, observe 1 say, for 1 would mark and keep the
line between influence and interference. Female influence
must, will, and ought to exist on political subjects as on all
others; but this influence should always be domestic, not
public—the customs of society have so ruled it. Of the
thorns in the path of ambitious men all moralists talk, but
there are little, scarcely visible, thorns of a peculiar sort that
beset the path of an ambitious woman, the venomous prickles
of the domestic bramble, a plant not perhaps mentioned in
Withering’s Botany, or the Hortus Kewensis, but it is too well
known to many, and to me it has been sorely known.’

At this instant General Clarendon came in with some letters,
which had been forwarded to him express. One, for Lady
Davenant, he had been desired to put into her hands himself :
he retired, and Lady Davenant opened the letter. By the first
glance at her countenance, Helen saw that there was something
in it which had surprised and given her great concern. Helen
withdrew her eyes, and waited till she should speak. But
Lady Davenant was quite silent, and Helen, looking at her
again, saw her put her hand to her heart, as if from some
sudden sense of violent bodily pain, and she sank on the sofa,
fell back, and became as pale as death and motionless. Ex-
cessively frightened, Helen threw open the window, rang the
bell for Lady Davenant’s own woman, and sent the page for
Lady Cecilia. In a few moments Lady Cecilia and Elliott
came. Neither was as much alarmed as Helen had expected
they would be. They had seen Lady Davenant under similar
attacks—they knew what remedies to apply. Elliott was a
remarkably composed, steady person. She now went on doing
all that was necessary without speaking a word. The par-
oxysm lasted longer than usual, as Lady Cecilia observed ; and,
though she continued her assurances to Helen that ¢it was all
nervous — only nerves,’ she began evidently to be herself
alarmed. At length symptoms of returning animation appeared,
and then Cecilia retired, beckoning to Helen.to follow her
into the next room. ‘We had better leave mamma to Elliott,
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notice, which could no otherwise have reached me, and the
person to whom I am thus obliged is one, Helen, whom
neither you nor I like, and whom Cecilia particularly dislikes—
Miss Clarendon! Her manner of doing me this service is
characteristic : she begins—

¢ ¢ Miss Clarendon is aware that Lady Davenant has no
liking for her, but that shall not prevent Miss Clarendon from
doing what she thinks an act of justice towards a noble
character falsely attacked.”’—Lady Davenant read no more.

¢Had not you better wait till you are stronger, my dear
Lady Davenant ?’ said Helen, seeing her prepare to write.

¢It was once said, gloriously well,’ replied Lady Davenant,
¢that the duties of life are more than life itself—so I think.’

While she wrote, Helen thought of what she had just heard,
and she ventured to interrupt Lady Davenant to ask if she had
formed any idea of the means by which the secret could have
been betrayed—or the copy of the letter obtained.

¢Yes, she had a suspicion of one person, the diplomatist to
whom Mr. Harley had shown such a mortal antipathy. She
recollected that the last morning the Congress had sat in Lord
Davenant’s cabinet, she had left her writing-desk there, and
this letter was in it ; she thought that she had locked the desk
when she had left the room, it certainly was fast when she
returned, but it had a spring Bramah lock, and its being shut
down would have fastened it. She had no proof one way or
other, her suspicion rested where was her instinctive dislike.
It was remarkable, however, that she at once did justice to
another person whom she did not like, Mr. Mapletofit, Lord
Davenant’s secretary. ¢His manners do not please me,’ she
said, ‘but I have perfect confidence in his integrity.’

Helen felt and admired this generous candour, but her sus-
picions were not of the diplomatist alone : she thought of one
who might perhaps have been employed by him—Carlos the
page. And many circumstances, which she recollected and
put together, now strengthened this suspicion. She wondered
it had not occurred to Lady Davenant; she thought it must,
but that she did not choose to mention it. Helen had often
heard Lady Davenant’s particular friends complain that it was
extremely disagreeable to them to have this boy constantly in
the room, whatever might be the conversation. There was
the page, either before or behind a screen, always within hearing.
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¢You cause that of which you complain,’ said she, going on
sealing her letters deliberately. ¢In courts of public justice,
and in private equity,’ the word eguz¢y she pronounced with an
austere emphasis, ‘how often is the change of countenance
misinterpreted. The sensibility of innocence, that cannot bear
to be suspected, is often mistaken for the confusion worse
confounded of guilt.’

Helen observed that, as Lady Davenant spoke, and spoke
in his favour, the boy’s countenance cleared up ; that vacillating
expression of fear, and consciousness of having something
within him unwhipt of justice, completely disappeared, and his
whole air was now bold and open—towards Helen, almost an
air of defiance.

¢What do you think is the cause of this change in his
countenance—you observe it, do you not ?’ asked Helen.

‘Yes, and the cause is as plain as the change. He sees I
do not suspect him, though you do; and seeing, Helen, that
he has at least one friend in the world, who will do him justice,
the orphan boy takes courage.’ ,

¢I wish I could be as good as you are, my dearest Lady
Davenant,’ said Helen ; ‘but I cannot help still feeling, and
saying,—I doubt. Now observe him, while I speak ; I will
turn my eyes away, that my terrible looks may not confound
him. You say he knows that you do not suspect him, and
that I do. How does he know it?’

¢How !’ said Lady Davenant. ¢By the universal language
of the eyes.’

¢ Not only by that universal language, I think,’ said Helen ;
‘but I suspect he understands every word we say.’

Helen, without ever looking up from a bunch of seals which
she was rubbing bright, slowly and very distinctly added,

¢I think that he can speak, read, and write English.’

A change in the countenance of Carlos appeared, notwith-
standing all his efforts to hold his features in the same position ;
instead of placid composure there was now grim rigidity.

¢Give me the great seal with the coat of arms on it,” said
Lady Davenant, dropping the wax on the letter, and watching
the boy’s eye as she spoke, without herself looking towards the
seal she had described. He never stirred, and Helen began to
fear she was unjust and suspicious. But again her doubts, at
least of his disposition, occurred : as she was passing through
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night, Helen, perhaps because I am a little feverish—it struck
me in a new point of view—moral, not picturesque. If such
be the effects of chance, or of coincidence, how cautious we
should be in deciding from appearances, or pronouncing from
circumstantial evidence upon the guilt of evil design in any
human creature.’

¢You mean this to apply to me about Carlos?’ said Helen.

¢I do. But not only of him and you was I thinking, but
of myself and those who judge of me falsely from coincidences,
attributing to me designs which I never had, and actions of
which I am incapable.’ She suddenly raised herself in her
bed, and was going to say more, but the pendule striking at
that instant two o’clock, she stopped abruptly, kissed Helen,
and sent her away.

Helen gathered together and carried away with her all the
books, that Lady Davenant might not be tempted to look at
them more. As she had several piled on one arm, and had a
taper in her hand, she was somewhat encumbered, and, though
she managed to open the bedroom door, and to shut it again
without letting any of the books fall, and crossed the little
anteroom between the bed-chamber and dressing-room safely,
yet, as she was opening the dressing-room door, and taking too
much or too little care of some part of her pyramid of books,
down came the whole pile with a noise which in the stillness
of the night sounded tremendous. She was afraid it would
disturb Lady Davenant, and was going back to tell her what
it was, when she was startled by hearing, as she thought, the
moving of a chair or table in the dressing-room: she stopped
short to listen—all was silent ; she thought she had mistaken
the direction in which the noise came.

She softly opened the dressing-room door, and looked in—
all was silent—no chair, or stool, or table overturned, every-
thing was in its place exactly as they had left it, but there
was a strong smell of a half-extinguished .lamp : she thought
it had been put out when they had left the room, she now
supposed it had not been sufficiently lowered, she turned the
screw, and took care now to see it completely extinguished ;
then went back for the books, and as people sometimes will,
when most tired and most late, be most orderly, she would not
go to bed without putting every volume in its place in the
book-case. After reaching to put one book upon the highest

285






HELEN

is well.’ Neither of them said, *Who do you think it is?'
But each knew what the other thought. They returned
through the ante-chamber to the dressing-room. But when
they opened the door, all was quiet—no one behind the
curtain, no one in the room—they searched under the sofas,
everywhere ; there was no closet or hiding-place in which any
one could be concealed. The window fastenings were un-
stirred. But the door into the gallery was unlocked, and the
simple thing appeared—that Helen, in her confusion, had
thought only of fastening the door into the ante-chamber,
which also opened on the gallery, but had totally forgotten to
lock that from the dressing-room into the gallery, by which
whoever had been in the room had escaped without any
difficulty. Lady Davenant rather inclined to beliecve that no
one had been there, and that it was all Helen’s imagination,
But Helen persisted that she had seen what she had scen, and
heard what she had heard. They went into the gallery . nll
silence, no creature visible, and the doors at the ends of the
gallery locked outside. :

After a fruitless search they retired, Lady Davenant to her
own room, and Helen to hers, full of shame and regret that
she had pot had the courage to open the curtain at the right
moment. Nothing could stir her belief, however, in the evi
dence of her senses ; the boy must have been there, and munt
be still concealed somewhere in the gallery, or in suine of the
rooms opening into it. Some of these were unos upied, hut
they were all locked up, as Lady Davenant had vid her wiun
she had proposed searching them ; one or 1w they tyied
found fastened. She stood at her own door, after haying pn
down the candle on her table, still giving 2 lisgermyg ook out,
when, through the darkness in the gallery 2t U further od,
she saw a ray of hight on the floor, which soeted W woue from
under the door of a room unoccupiod -- Mr, Maplevtft's room ;
he had gope to town with Lord Davenant. Jiclew wont on
tiptoe very softly along the gallery, almost w0 this door, whon
it suddenly opened, and the page stood before Lor, the Janp w
his hand shining full on his face and oo bers.  JKoth started
—then both were motionless for one second  but le, repver
ing mstamly. shot back again into the room, fluny 10 the dowr,
and lJockez i+

‘Seer him !’ cried lady Davenamt, when Hewr flow w
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CHAPTER XXIX

SOME people value their friends most for active service, some
for passive kindness. Some are won by tender expressions,
some convinced by solid proofs of regard; others of a yet
nobler kind, and of this sort was Lady Davenant, are apt to be
best pleased, most touched, by proofs that their own character
has been thoroughly understood, and that they have justly
appreciated the good qualities of their friend. More than by
all the kindness and sympathy Helen had ever before shown
her was she now pleased and touched by the respect for her
feelings in this affair of the page; Helen never having at the
moment of his detection nor afterwards, by word or look, in-
dulged in the self-triumph of ¢You see how right I was!’
which implies, ‘You see how wrong you were!’ On the
contrary, she gave what comfort she honestly could by showing
that she knew from what humane motives and generous
feelings Lady Davenant had persisted in supporting this boy
to the last.

As to the little wretch himself, he appeared no more.
Search was made for him in every direction, but he was not
to be found, and Helen thought it was well that Lady Davenant
should be spared the pain of seeing or hearing more about
him.

The whole mystery was now solved, the difficulty for Lady
Davenant in a fair way to be ended. She had felt an instinctive
aversion to the fawning tone of the diplomatist, whom she had
suspected of caballing against Lord Davenant secretly, and it
was now proved that he had been base beyond what she could
have conceived possible ; had been in confederacy with this
boy, whom he had corrupted, purchasing from him copies of
private letters, and bribing him to betray his benefactress.
The copy of that letter from an illustrious personage had been
thus obtained. The proofs now brought home to the guilty
person deprived him at once of all futuré means of injuring
Lord Davenant. Completely in their power, he would be ready
to ensure silence at any price, and, instead of caballing further,
this low intriguer would now be compelled to return from
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he was reading, and when she had courage to turn towards
her she admired Cecilia’s perfect self-possession. Beauclerc’s
name was not among the arrivals, and it was settled conse-
quently that they should not see him this day.

Some time after they had left the breakfast-room, Helen
found Lady Davenant in her own apartment, sitting, as it was
very unusual with her, perfectly unemployed —her head
leaning on her hand, and an expression of pain in her counte-
nance. ¢ Are not you well, my dear Lady Davenant?’ Helen
asked.

¢ My mind is not well,’ she replied, ‘and that always affects
my body, and I suppose my looks.” After a moment’s silence
she fixed her eyes on Helen, and said, ‘You tell me that
Colonel D’Aubigny never was a lover—never was an admirer
of yours ?’

¢Never!’ said Helen, low, but very decidedly. Lady
Davenant sighed, but did not speak.

After a longer continuance of silence than had almost ever
occurred when they two were alone together, Lady Davenant
looked up, and said, ‘I hope in God that I am mistaken. I
pray that I may never live to see it !’

¢To see what ?’ cried Helen.

¢ To see that one little black spot, invisible to you, Helen,
the speck of evil in that heart—my daughter's heart—spread
and taint, and destroy all that is good. It must be cut out—
at any pain it must be cut away ; if any part be unsound, the
corruption will spread.’

¢Corruption in Cecilia!’ exclaimed Helen. ¢Oh! I know
her—1I know her from dear childhood ! there is nothing corrupt
in her, no, not a thought !’

¢ My dear Helen, you see her as she has been—as she is.
I see her as she may become—very—frightfully different.
Helen! if truth fail, if the principle of truth fail in her char-
acter, all will fail! All that charming nature, all that fair
semblance, all that fair reality, all this bright summer’s dream
of happiness, even love—the supreme felicity of her warm
heart—even love will fail her. Cecilia will lose her husband’s
affections |’

Helen uttered a faint cry.

¢Worse !’ continued Lady Davenant. ¢Worse! she will
lose her own esteem, she will sink, but I shall be gone,’ cried
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and I love you—and I love my daughter. What were we
saying ?’

¢Oh, say no more! say no more now, for Heaven’s sake,’
said Helen, kneeling beside her ; and, yielding to that imploring
look, Lady Davenant, with a fond smile, parted the hair on
her forehead, kissed her, and remained perfectly quiet and
silent for some time.

‘I am quite well again now,’ said she, ‘and quite com-
posed. If Cecilia has told her husband the whole truth, she
will continue to be, as she is, a happy wife ; but if she have
deceived him in the estimation of a single word—she is un-
done. With him, of all men, never will confidence, once broken,
unite again. Now General Clarendon told me this morning—
would I had known it before the marriage !-—that he had
made one point with my daughter, and only one, on the faith
of which he married : the point was, that she should tell him
if she had ever loved any other man. And she told him—I
fear from some words which he said afterwards—I am sure
he is in the belief—the certainty, that his wife never loved
any man breathing but himself.’

¢Nor did she,’ said Helen. ¢I can answer for it—she
has told him the truth—and she has nothing to fear, nor have
you.!

¢You give me new life!’ cried Lady Davenant, her face
becoming suddenly radiant with hope; ¢but how can you
answer for this, Helen? You had no part in any deceit, I am
sure, but there was something about a miniature of you, which
1 found in Colonel D’Aubigny’s hands one day. That was
done, I thought at the time, to deceive me, to make me believe
that you were his object. Deceit there was.’

¢On his part’ said Helen, ‘much and always; but on
Cecilia’s there was only, from her over-awe of you, some little
concealment ; but the whole was broken off and repented of,
whatever little there was, long since. And as to loving him,
she never did ; she told me so then, and often and often she
has told me so since.’

¢Convince me of that, said Lady Davenant; ¢convince
me that she thought what she said. I believe, indeed, that till
she met General Clarendon she never felt any enthusiastic
attachment, but I thought she liked that man—it was all
coquetry, flirting nonsense perhaps. Be it so—I am willing
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distressing and irritating to the feelings of those who ask and
of those who must refuse. ¢Let us enjoy in peace,’ said she,
¢all that is to be enjoyed this day before I go.’

When Helen entered the drawing.room before dinner,
knowing that she was very late, she found assembled Lady
Davenant, Beauclerc, and the officers, but Cecilia was not
there, nor did the punctual General make his appearance ; the
dinner-hour was past, a servant had twice looked in to an-
nounce it, and, seeing neither my lady nor the General, had in
surprise retired.  Silence prevailed—what could be the matter ?
So unusual for the General to be late. The General came in,
hurried—very uncommon in him, and, after saying a few words
in a low voice to Lady Davenant, who immediately went up-
stairs, he begged pardon, was very sorry he had kept dinner
waiting, but Lady Cecilia had been taken ill—had fainted—
she was better—he hoped it was nothing that would signify—
she was lying down—he begged they would go to dinner.
And to dinner they went, and when Lady Davenant returned
she put Helen’s mind at ease by saying it was only a little
faintishness from over-fatigue. She had prescribed rest, and
Cecilia had herself desired to be left quite alone. After
dinner Lady Davenant went up again to see her, found her
not so well—feverish ; she would not let Helen go to her—
they would talk if they were together, and she thought it
necessary to keep Cecilia very quiet. If she would but sub-
mit to this, she would be well again probably in the morning.
At tea-time, and in the course of the evening twice, Cecilia
sent to beg to speak to Helen; but Lady Davenant and the
General joined in requesting her not to go. The General went
himself to Lady Cecilia to enforce obedience, and he reported
that she had submitted with a good grace.

Helen was happily engaged by Beauclerc’s conversation
during the rest of the evening. It was late before they retired,
and when she went upstairs, Felicie said that her lady was
asleep, and had been asleep for the last two hours, and she was
sure that after such good rest her ladyship would be perfectly
well in the morning. Without further anxiety about her friend,
therefore, Helen went to her own room. It was a fine moon-
light night, and she threw open the shutters, and stood for a
long time looking out upon the moonlight, which she loved ;
and even after she had retired to bed it was long before she
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She sat down. ¢Now listen to me—do not waste time,
for I can’t stay. Oh! if the General should awake and find
me gone !’

¢What is the matter, my dear Cecilia? Only tell me what
1 can do for you.’

¢ That is the thing ; but I am afraid, now it is come to the
point.’ Lady Cecilia breathed quick and short. ¢ I am almost
afraid to ask you to do this for me.’

¢ Afraid ! my dear Cecilia, to ask me to do anything in this
world for you! How can you be afraid? Tell me only what
it is at once.’

¢TI am very foolish—I am very weak. I know you love
me—would do anything for me, Helen. And this is the
simplest thing in the world, but the greatest favour— the
greatest service. It is only just to receive a packet, which the
General will give you in the morning. He will ask if it is for
you. And you will just accept of it. 1 don’t ask you to say it
is yours, or to say a word about it—only receive it for me.’

¢Yes, I will, to be sure. But why should he give it to me,
and not to yourself?’

¢Oh, he thinks, and you must let him think, it is for you,
that’'s all. Will you promise me?’ But Helen made no
answer. ¢Oh, promise me, promise me, speak, for I can’t
stay. I will explain it all to you in the morning.’ She rose
to go.

¢ Stay, stay! Cecilia, cried Helen, stopping her; ¢stay!
—you must, indeed, explain it all to me now—you must
indeed !’ .

Lady Cecilia hesitated—said she had not time. ¢You
said, Helen, that you would take the packet, and you know
you must; but I will explain it all as fast as I can. You
know I fainted, but you do not know why. I will tell you
exactly how it all happened :—you recollect my coming into
the library after I was dressed, before you went upstairs, and
giving you a sprig of orange flowers ?’

¢ Oh yes, I was dreaming of it just now when you came in,’
said Helen. ¢Well, what of that ?’

¢ Nothing, only you must have been surprised to hear so
soon afterwards that I had fainted.’

¢Yes,” Helen said, she had been very much surprised and
alarmed ; and again Lady Cecilia paused.
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immediately after that, I cannot tell you. When I came to
myself, I was in my husband’s arms ; he was carrying me up-
stairs—and so much alarmed about me he was! Oh, Helen,
I do so love him! He laid me on the bed, and he spoke so
kindly, reproaching me for not taking more care of myself—
but so fondly! Somehow I could not bear it just then, and I
closed my eyes as his met mine. He, I knew, could suspect
nothing —but still! He stayed beside me, holding my
hand : then dinner was ready ; he had been twice summoned.
It was a relief to me when he left me. Next, I believe, my
mother came up, and felt my pulse, and scolded me for over-
fatiguing myself, and for that leap ; and I pleaded guilty, and
it was all very well. I saw she had not an idea there was
anything else. Mamma really is not suspicious, with all her
penetration—she is not suspicious.’

¢ And why did you not tell her all the little you had to tell,
dear Cecilia? If you had, long ago, when I begged of you
to do so—if you had told your mother all about ?

¢ Told her !’ interrupted Cecilia ; ¢told my mother !—oh no,
Helen !’

Helen sighed, and feebly said, ¢ Go on.’

‘Well! when you were at dinner, it came into my poor
head that the General would open that parcel before I could
see you again, and before I could ask your advice and settle
with you—before I could know what was to be done. I was
so anxious, I sent for you twice.’

¢But Lady Davenant and the General forbade me to goto you.’

¢Yes,’—Lady Cecilia said she understood that, and she
had seen the danger of showing too much impatience to speak
to Helen ; she thought it might excite suspicion of her having
something particular to say, she had therefore refrained from
asking again. She was not asleep when Helen came to bed,
though Felicie thought she was; she was much too anxious
to sleep till she had seen her husband again; she was awake
when he came into his room ; she saw him come in with some
letters and packets in his hand ; by his look she knew all was
still safe—he had not opened #4a¢ particular packet—he held
it among a parcel of military returns in his hand as he came
to the side of the bed on tiptoe to see if she was asleep—to
ask how she did; ¢He touched my pulse,’ said Lady Cecilia,
-——¢and I am sure he might well say it was terribly quick.
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¢ But it is not so long ago, Cecilia,—only two years ?’

¢ That is true, but so many great events have happened
iince, and such new feelings, all that early nonsense was swept
»ut of my mind. I never really loved that wretch 4

A gleam of joy came across Helen’s face.

¢ Never, never,’ repeated Lady Cecilia.

¢ Oh, I am happy still, cried Helen. ¢I told your mother
. was sure of this.’

¢ Good heavens! Does she know about this packet?’ .

¢ No, no!—how could she? But what frightens you, my
lear Cecilia? you say there is nothing wrong in the letters ?’

¢ Nothing—nothing.’

¢Then make no wrong out of nothing,’ cried Helen. ¢If
you break confidence with your husband, that confidence will
never, never unite again—your mother says so.’

¢ My mother !’ cried Cecilia: ¢good heavens !—so she does
suspect ?—tell me, Helen, tell me what she suspects.’

¢ That you did not at first—before you were married—tell
the General the whole truth about Colonel D’Aubigny.’

Cecilia was silent.

¢ But it is not yet too late,” said Helen, earnestly ; ¢ you can
set it all right now—this is the moment, my dearest Cecilia.
Do, do,’ cried Helen, ‘do tell him all—bid him look at the
letters.’

¢Look at them! Impossible! Impossible!’ said Lady
Cecilia. ¢Bid me die rather.’

She turned quite away.

¢ Listen to me, Cecilia ;’ she held her fast. ¢You must do
it, Cecilia.’

¢Helen, I cannot.’

¢You can, indeed you can,’ said Helen ; ¢only have courage
now, and you will be happier all your life afterwards.’

¢Do not ask it—do not ask it—it is all in vain, you are
wasting time.’

¢ No, no—not wasting time ; and in short, Cecilia, you must
do what I ask of you, for it is right; and I will not do what
you ask of me, for it is wrong.’

¢You will not! You will not!’ cried Lady Cecilia, breath-
less. ¢After all! You will not receive the packet for me!
you will not let the General believe the letters to be yours!
Then I am undone! You will not do it! Then do not talk to
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and afterwards felt, all the persuasions by which she had been
wrought upon, and, on the contrary, all the reasons by which
she ought to be decided ; backward and forward her mind
vibrated, and its painful vacillation could not be stilled.

¢What am I going to do? To tell a falsehood! That
cannot be right ; but in the circumstances—yet this is Cecilia’s
own way of palliating the fault that her mother so fears in her
—that her mother trusted to me to guard her against; and
now, already, even before Lady Davenant has left us, I am
going to assist Cecilia in deceiving her husband, and on that
very dangerous point—Colonel D’Aubigny.” Lady Davenant’s
foreboding having already been so far accomplished struck
Helen fearfully, and her warning voice in the dead silence of
that night sounded, and her look was upon her, so strongly,
that she for an instant hid her head to get rid of her image.
¢But what caz I do? her own life is at stake! No less a
motive could move me, but this ought—must—shall decide
me. Yet, if Lady Davenant were to know it l—and I, in the
last hours I have to pass with her—the last I ever may have
with her, shall I deceive her? But it is not deceit, only
prudence—necessary prudence ; what a physician would order,
what even humanity requires. I am satisfied 4t is quite right,
quite, and I will go to sleep that I may be strong, and calm,
and do it all well in the morning. After all, I have been too
cowardly ; frightening myself about nothing ; too scrupulous—
for what is it I have promised ? only to receive the letters as
if they were mine. Not to sey that they are mine; he will
not ask me, Cecilia thinks he will not ask me. But how can
she tell? if he should, what caz I do? I must then answer
that they are mine. Indeed it is the same thing, for I should
lead him to believe it as much by my receiving them in
silence ; it will be telling or acting an absolute falsehood, and
can that ever be right?’ Back it came to the same point,
and in vain her cheek settled on the pillow and she thought
she could sleep. Then with closed eyes she considered how
the General would look, and speak, or not speak. ¢What
will he think of me when he sees the picture—the letters ? for
he must open the packet. But he will not read them, no, he
is too honourable. I do not know what is in them. There
can be nothing, however, but nonsense, Cecilia says ; yet even
so, loveletters he must know they are, and a clandestine
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emotion in herself would not be observed in the hurry of de-
parture, or would be thought natural at parting with Lady
Davenant. ¢So then, I come at every turn to some little
deceit,’ thought she, ‘and I must, I must!’ and she sighed.

¢It is a sad thing for you, ma’am, Lady Davenant’s going
away,’ said her maid.

Helen sighed again. ¢Very sad indeed.’ Suddenly a
thought darted into her mind, that the whole danger might be
avoided. A hope came that the General might not open the
packet before Lady Davenant’s departure, in which case
Cecilia could not expect that she should abide by her promise,
as it was only conditional. It had been made really on her
mother’s account; Cecilia had said that if once her mother
was safe out of the house, she could then, and she would the
very next day, tell the whole to her husband. Helen sprang
from under the hands of her maid as she was putting up her
hair behind, and ran to Cecilia’s dressing-room, but she was
not there. It was now her usual time for coming, and Helen
left open the door between them, that she might go to her
before Felicie should be rung for. She waited impatiently,
but no Cecilia came. The time, to her impatience, seemed
dreadfully long. But her maid observed, that as her ladyship
had not been well yesterday, it was no wonder she was later
this morning than usual.

¢ Very true, but there is somebody coming along the gallery
now, see if that is Lady Cecilia.’

¢No, ma’am, Mademoiselle Felicie.’

Mademoiselle Felicie said ditto to Helen’s own maid, and,
moreover, supposed her lady might not have slept well. Just
then, one little peremptory knock at the door was heard.

“Bon Dieu! Cest Monsieur le Général/’ exclaimed
Felicie.

It was so—Felicie went to the door and returned with the
General’s compliments to Miss Stanley, and he begged to see
her as soon as it might suit her convenience in the library,
before she went into the breakfast-room, and after she should
have seen Lady Cecilia, who wished to see her immediately.

Helen found Lady Cecilia in bed, looking as if she had
been much agitated, two spots of carnation colour high up
in her cheeks, a well-known sign in her of great emotion.
¢Helen !’ she cried, starting up the moment Helen came in,
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imagine. I read what, as I hope for mercy, I had no recollec-
tion of ever having written—¢ My dear, too dear Henry.”
¢ Colonel D’Aubigny ? ” said the General. I answered, ¢ Yes.”
He looked astonished at my self-possession—and so was I.
For another instant his finger rested, pressing down there
under the words, and his eyes on my face, as if he would have
read into my soul. ¢ Ask me no more,” 1 repeated, scarcely
able to speak ; and something I said, I believe, about honour
and not betraying you. He turned to the signature, and,
putting his hand down upon it, asked, “ What name is signed
to this letter?” I answered, I have seen—I know—1I believe
it is “ Emma.”

¢¢You knew then of this correspondence?” was his next
question. I confessed I did. He said that was wrong, “ but
quite a different affair ” from having been engaged in it myself,
or some such word. His countenance cleared ; that pale look
of the forehead, the fixed purpose of the eye, changed. Oh!
I could see—I understood it all with half a glance—saw the
natural colour coming back, and tenderness for me returning
—yet some doubt lingering still. He stood, and I heard
some half-finished sentences. He said that you must have
been very young at that time; I said, “Yes, very young” ;—
“And the man was a most artful man,” he observed ; I said,
“Yes, very artful” That was true, I am sure. Clarendon
then recollected that you showed some emotion one day when
Colonel D’Aubigny was first mentioned—at that time, you
know, when we heard of his death. I said nothing. The
General went on: “I could hardly have believed all this of
Helen Stanley,” he said. He questioned no farther :—and
oh! Helen, what do you think I did next ? but it was the only
thing left me to put an end to doubts, which, to me, must
have been fatal—forgive me, Helen !’

¢Tell me what you did,’ said Helen.

¢ Cannot you guess ?’

‘You told him positively that I wrote the letters ?’

¢No, not so bad, I never said that downright falsehood—
no, I could not; but I did almost as bad.’

¢ Pray tell me at once, my dear Cecilia.’

¢ Then, in the first place, I stretched out my hand for the
whole packet of letters which lay on the table untouched.’

‘Well 2?
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¢Once,’ continued Cecilia—‘once, Helen, as my head
was lying on his shoulder, my face hid, I felt so much love, so
much remorse, and knowing I had done nothing really bad, I
was tempted to whisper all in his ear. I felt I should be so
much happier for ever—ever—if I could !’

¢Oh that you had ! my dear Cecilia, I would give anything
upon earth for your sake, that you had.’

¢Helen, I could not—1I could not. It was too late, I
should have been undone if I had breathed but a word. When
bhe even suspected the truth! that look—that voice—was
so terrible. To see it—hear it again! I could not—oh,
Helen, it would have been utter ruin—madness. I grant
you, my dear Helen, it might have been done at first, before
I was married ; oh, would to Heaven it had! but it is useless
thinking of that now. Helen, my whole earthly happiness is
in your hands, this is all I have to say, may I—may 1 depend
on you?’

‘Yes, yes, depend upon me, my dearest Cecilia,’ said
Helen ; ‘now let me go.’

Lady Cecilia held her one instant longer, to say that she
had asked Clarendon to leave it to her to return the letters,
‘to save you the embarrassment, my dearest Helen; but he
answered he must do this himself, and I did not dare to press
the matter: but you need not be alarmed, he will be all
gentleness to you, he said, “it is so different.” Do not be
afraid.’

‘Afraid for myself?’ said Helen; ‘oh no—rest, dear
Cecilia, and let me go.’

¢Go then, go,’ cried Cecilia; ‘but for you what would
become of my mother !—of me !—you save us all.’

Believing this, Helen hastened to accomplish her purpose ;
resolved to go through with it, whatever it might cost; her
scruples vanished, and she felt a sort of triumphant pleasure in
the courage of sacrificing herself.

|
|
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would instantly have asked how and when did Cecilia see it,
and the cause of her fainting would have been then understood
by him. Such hazards in every, even the first, least, step in
falsehood ; such hazard in this first moment! But she escaped
this peril, and Helen answered: ¢It is something like the
writing of the page Carlos, but I do not think all that direction
is his. There seem to be two different hands. 1 do not know,
indeed, how it is.’

¢Some time or other it will come out,’ said the General.
¢ I will keep this cover, it will lead to the direction of that boy,
or of whoever it was that employed him.’

To give her further time the General went on looking at the
miniature, which he held in his hand. ¢This is a beautiful
likeness,’ said he, ¢and not ill painted—by Cecilia, was not it?’

Helen looked at it, and answered, ¢ Yes, by Cecilia.’

¢I am glad it is safe,’ said the General, ¢restored—Cecilia
told me the history. I know that it was stolen, not given by
you.’

¢Given !’ said Helen. ¢Oh no! stolen.’

¢Base!’ said the General.

¢ He was base,’ answered Helen.

General Clarendon held in his hand, along with the picture,
one letter separated from the rest, open ; he looked at it as if
embarrassed, while Helen spoke the last words, and he repeated,
¢Base! yes, he certainly was, or he would have destroyed these
letters.’

Again Helen was on the point of saying that Colonel
D’Aubigny had told Cecilia he had done so, but fortunately
her agitation, in default of presence of mind, kept her silent.

¢ This is the first letter I opened,’ said the General, ¢before
I was aware that they were not what I should read. 1 saw
only the first words, I thought then that I had a right to read
them. When these letters met my eyes, I conceived them
to have been written by my wife. I had a right to satisfy
myself respecting the nature of the correspondence ; that done,
I looked no farther. I bore my suspense—I waited till she
awoke.’

¢So she told me, Cecilia has told me all; but even if she
had not, in any circumstances who could doubt your honour,
General Clarendon ?’

¢ Then trust to it, Miss Stanley, for the past, for the future,
317






HELEN

K4
:g ¢1 am sure you are not,’ said Helen.

3 ¢ I thank you,’ said the General. ¢May I ask on what your
¥ opinion is founded ?’

¢ On what has now passed, and on all that I have heard
from Lady Davenant.’

He bowed. ¢ You may have heard then, from Lady Dave-
nant, of some unfortunate circumstances in my own and in a
friend’s family which happened a short time before my

iage 2’

Helen said she had.

¢And of the impression these circumstances made on my
mind, my consequent resolve never to marry a woman who had
ever had any previous attachment ?’

Helen was breathless at hearing all this repeated.

¢Were you informed of these particulars ?’ said the General.

¢ Yes,’ said Helen faintly. '

¢I am not asking, Miss Stanley, whether you approved of
my resolution ; simply whether you heard of it ?’

¢ Yes—certainly.’

¢ That's well. It was on an understanding between Cecilia
and myself on this point that I married. Did you know
this?’

¢Yes,’ said Helen.

¢Some words,’ continued the General, ¢once fell from Lady
Davenant concerning this Colonel D’Aubigny which alarmed
me. Cecilia satisfied me that her mother was mistaken.
Cecilia solemnly assured me that she had never loved him.’
The General paused.

Helen, conceiving that he waited for and required her
opinion, replied, ¢ So I always thought—so I often told Lady
Davenant.” But at this moment recollecting the words at the
beginning of that letter, My dear, too dear Henry,’” Helen’s
voice faltered.

The General saw her confusion, but attributed it to her
own consciousness. ¢ Had Lady Davenant not been mistaken,’
resumed he, ‘that is to say had there ever been—as might
have happened not unnaturally—had there ever been an
attachment ; in short, had Cecilia ever loved him, and told me
so, I am convinced that such truth and candour would have
satisfied me, would have increased—as 1 now feel—increased
my esteem. I am at this moment convinced that, in spite of
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and upstairs, without meeting any one, and in her own room,
and the bag locked up in her cahinet. Lady Davenant’s bell
rang as she went to her apartment ; she looked in at Cecilia,
who started up in her bed.

¢All is over,’ said Helen, ‘all is well. 1 have the letters
locked up ; I cannot stay.’

Helen disengaged herself almost forcibly from Cecilia’s
embrace, and she was in Lady Davenant’s room in another
minute. She bade her good morning as composedly as she
could, she thought quite as usual. But that was impossible :
so much the better, for it would not have been natural this
last morning of Lady Davenant’s stay, when nothing was as
usual externally or internally. All was preparation for depart-
ure—her maids packing—Lady Davenant making some last
arrangements—in the midst of which she stopped to notice
Helen—pressed her in her arms, and after looking once in her
face, said, ¢ My poor child! it must be so.’

Elliott interrupted, asking some question, purposely to draw
off her attention; and while she turned about to give some
orders to another servant, Elliott said to Miss Stanley, ¢ My
lady was not well last night ; she must be kept from all that
can agitate her, as much as possible.’

Helen at that instant rejoiced that she had done what she
had. She agreed with Elliott, she said, that all emotion which
could be avoided should; and upon this principle busied
herself, and was glad to employ herself in whatever she could
to assist the preparations, avoiding all conversation with Lady
Davenant.

¢You are right, my love—quite right,’ said Lady Davenant.
¢ The best way is always to employ oneself always to the last.
Yes, put up those drawings carefully, in this portfolio, Elliott ;
take silver paper, Helen.’

They were Helen’s own drawings, so all went on, and all
was safe—even when Cecilia was spoken of ; while the silver
paper went over the drawings, Helen answered that she had
seen her. ¢She was not well, but still not seriously ill,
though 4

¢Yes,’ said Lady Davenant; ‘only the General is too
anxious about her—very naturally. He sent me word just
now,’ continued she, ‘that he has forbidden her to get up
before breakfast. I will go and see her now; dear Cecilia !
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immediately to Cecilia. She was in her dressing-room, and
the General sitting beside her on the sofa, upon which she was
resting. He was sitting directly opposite to Helen as she en-
tered ; she started at the sight of him: his eyes instantly fell
upon the bag, and she felt her face suddenly flush. He took
out his watch, said he had an appointment, and was gone
before Helen raised her eyes.

¢ My dearest friend, come to me, come close to me,’ cried
Cecilia, and throwing her arms round Helen, she said, ¢ Oh,
I am the happiest creature now !’

¢ Are you?’ said Helen.

¢Yes, that I am, and 1 thank you for it; how much I
thank you, Helen, it is impossible to express, and better I love
you than anything upon earth but Clarendon himself, my best
friend, my generous Helen. Oh, Clarendon has been so kind,
so very kind! so sorry for having alarmed me! He is a
noble, charming creature. I love him a thousand times better
than I ever did, am happier than I ever was! and all this I
owe to you, dearest Helen. But I cannot get your eyes from
that bag,—what have you there ?’

¢ The letters,’ said Helen.

¢The letters!’ exclaimed Cecilia, springing up, °give
them to me,’ seizing and opening the bag. ¢Oh that dreadful
perfume! Helen, open the window, and bolt the door, my
dear—both doors.’

While Helen was doing so, Cecilia struck one little quick
blow on a taper-lighter ; it flared, and when Helen turned, one
of the letters was in flames, and Cecilia continued feeding the
flame with them as fast as ever it could devour.

¢Burn! burn! there, there!’ cried she, ‘I would not look
at any one of them again for the world ; I know no more what
is in them than if I had never written them, except those
horrid, horrid words Clarendon saw and showed me. I
cannot bear to think of it. There now,” continued she, as
they burned, ¢ no one can ever know anything more about the
matter: how glad I am to see them burning !—burnt! safe!
The smell will go off in a minute or two. It is going,—yes,
gone! is not it? Now we may breathe freely. But you look
as if you did not know whether you weré glad or sorry, Helen.’

¢1 believe it was right; the General advised me to lock
them up,’ said Helen, ¢but then. 4
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¢ Did he? how thoughtful of him! But better to burn
them at once; I am sure it was not my fault that they were
not long ago destroyed. I was assured by that abominable
man—but no matter, we will never think of him again. It
is done now—no, not completely yet,” said she, looking close
at the half-white, half-black burnt paper, in which words, and
whole lines, still appeared in shrunken but yet quite legible
characters. ¢One cannot be too careful,’ and she trampled on
the burnt paper, and scattered the cinders. Helen was anxious
to speak, she had something important to say, but hesitated ;
she saw that Cecilia’s thoughts were so far from what she
wanted to speak of that she could not instantly say it; she
could not bear to overturn all Cecilia’s present happiness, and
yet said to herself, I must—I must—or what may happen
hereafter? Then forcing herself to speak, she began, ¢ Your
mother is safe now, Cecilia.’

¢Oh yes, and thank you, thank you for that——’

¢Then now, Cecilia—your promise.’

¢My promise!’ Lady Cecilia’s eyes opened in unfeigned
astonishment. ¢What promise? Oh, I recollect, I promised
—did I??

¢My dear Cecilia, surely you cannot have forgotten.’

¢ How was it ?’

¢You know the reason I consented was to prevent the
danger of any shock to Lady Davenant.’

¢Well, I know, but what did I promise?’

The words had in reality passed Lady Cecilia’s lips at the
time without her at all considering them as a promise, only as
a means of persuasion to bring Helen to her point.

¢What did I promise ?’ repeated she.

¢You said, “As soon as my mother is safe, as soon as she
is gone, I will tell my husband all,” — Cecilia, you cannot
forget what you promised.’

¢Oh no, now I remember it perfectly, but I did not mean
so soon. I never imagined you would claim it so soon: but
some time I certainly will tell him all.’

¢Do not put it off, dearest Cecilia. It must be done—let
it be done to-day.’

¢To-day!’ Lady Cecilia almost screamed.

¢I will tell you why,’ said Helen.

¢To-day !’ repeated Lady Cecilia.
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Dearest Cecilia, let me tell you all that General Clarendon said
about it, and then you will know my reasons.’” She repeated
as quickly as she could all that had passed between her and
the General; and when she came to this declaration that, if
Cecilia had told him plainly the fact before, he would have
married with perfect confidence, and, as he believed, with in-
creased esteem and love, Cecilia started up from the sofa on
which she had thrown herself, and exclaimed,

¢Oh that I had but known this at the time, and 1 would
have told him.’

¢ It is still time,’” said Helen.

¢Time now ?—impossible. His look this morning. Oh,
that look !’

¢But what is one look, my dear Cecilia, compared with a
whole life of confidence and happiness ?’

¢ A life of happiness | never, never for me ; in that way at
least, never.’

¢ In that way and no other, Cecilia, believe me. I am cer-
tain you never could endure to go on concealing this, living
with him you love so, yet deceiving him.’

¢ Deceiving ! do not call it deceiving, it is only suppressing
a fact that would give him pain; and when he can have no
suspicion, why give him that pain? I am afraid of nothing
now but this timidity of yours—this going back. Just before
you came in, Clarendon was saying how much he admired
your truth and candour, how much he is obliged to you for
saving him from endless misery; he said so to me, that was
what made me so completely happy. I saw that it was all
right for you as well as me, that you had not sunk, that you
had risen, in his esteem.’

¢But I must sink, Cecilia, in his esteem, and now it hangs
upon a single point—upon my doing what I cannot do.
Then she repeated what the General had said about that per-
fect openness which he was sure there would be in this case
between her and Beauclerc. ¢You see what the General ex-
pects that I should do.’

¢Yes,” said Cecilia; and then indeed she looked much
disturbed. ¢I am very sorry that this notion of your telling
Beauclerc came into Clarendon’s head—very, very sorry, for
he will not forget it. And yet, after all’ continued she, ‘he
will never ask you point blank, ¢ Have you told Beauclerc?”
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Helen closed the shutters—she had now done all she
could ; she feared she had done too much; and as she left
the room, she said to herself,—¢Oh, Lady Davenant! if you
could see—if you knew-—what it cost me !’

CHAPTER XXXIII

THE overwrought state of Helen’s feelings was relieved by a
walk with Beauclerc, not in the dressed part of the park, but
in what was generally undiscovered country: a dingle, a
bosky dell, which he had found out in his rambles, and which,
though so little distant from the busy hum of men, had a
wonderful air of romantic seclusion and stillness—the stillness
of evening. The sun had not set; its rich, red light yet
lingered on the still remaining autumn tints upon the trees.
The birds hopped fearlessly from bough to bough, as if this
sweet spot were all their own. The cattle were quietly
grazing below, or slowly winding their way to the watering-
place. By degrees the sounds of evening faded away upon
the ear; a faint chirrup here and there from the few birds not
yet gone to roost, and now only the humming of the flies over
the water, were to be heard.

It was perfect repose, and Beauclerc and Helen sat down
on the bank to enjoy it together. The sympathy of the
woman he loved, especially in his enjoyment of the beauties
of nature, was to Beauclerc an absolute necessary of life.
Nor would he have been contented with that show taste for
the picturesque, which is, as he knew, merely one of a
modern young lady’s many accomplishments. Helen’s taste
was natural, and he was glad to feel it so true, and for him
here alone expressed with such peculiar heightened feeling,
as if she had in all nature now a new sense of delight. He
had brought her here, in hopes that she would be struck with
this spot, not only because it was beautiful in itself, and his
discovery, but because it was like another bushy dell and
bosky bourne, of which he had been from childhood fond, in
another place, of which he hoped she would soon be mistress.
‘Soon! very soon, Helen!’ he repeated, in a tone which
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¢It is all settled,” whispered Beauclerc to him; ¢and you
are to give her away.’

¢With pleasure,’ said the General,

As Helen went upstairs, she said to herself, ‘I under-
stand the General's smile; he thinks I have followed his
advice; he thinks I have told all—and I—I can only be
silent.’

There was a great dinner party, but the General, not think-
ing Cecilia quite equal to it, had engaged Mrs. Holdernesse,
a relation of his own, to do the honours of the day.

Lady Cecilia came into the drawing-room in the evening ;
but, after paying her compliments to the company, she gladly
followed the General’s advice, and retired to the music-room :
Helen went with her, and Beauclerc followed. Lady Cecilia
sat down to play at darZ¢ with him, and Helen tuned her
harp. The General came in for a few minutes, he said, to
escape from two young ladies who had talked him half dead
about craniology. He stood leaning on the mantelpiece, and
looking over the game. Lady Cecilia wanted counters, and
she begged Beauclerc to look for some which she believed he
would find in the drawer of a table that was behind him.
Beauclerc opened the drawer, but no sooner had he done so,
than, in admiration of something he discovered there, he ex-
claimed, ¢Beautiful! beautiful! and how like!’ It was the
miniature of Helen, and besides the miniature, farther back in
the drawer, Lady Cecilia saw—how quick is the eye of guilty
fear !—could it be ?—yes—one of the fatal letters—~#4e letter !
Nothing but the picture had yet been seen by the General or
by Beauclerc: Lady Cecilia stretched behind her husband,
whose eyes were upon the miniature, and closed the drawer.
It was all she could do, it was impossible for her to reach the
letter.

Beauclerc, holding the picture to the light, repeated,
¢ Beautiful | who did it? whom is it for? General, look! do
you know it ?’

¢ Yes, to be sure,’ replied the General ; ¢ Miss Stanley.’

¢ You have seen it before ?’

¢Yes,’ said the General coldly.

¢ It is very like. Who did it ?’

¢I did it cried Lady Cecilia, who now recovered her
voice.
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¢You, my dear Lady Cecilia! Whom for? for me? is it
for me ?’

¢For you? It may be, hereafter, perhaps.’

¢Oh thank you, my dear Lady Cecilia!’ cried Beauclerc.

¢ 1f you behave well, perhaps,’ added she.

The General heard in his wife’s tremulous tone, and saw in
her half confusion, half attempt at playfulness, only an amiable
anxiety to save her friend, and to give her time to recover
from her dismay. He at once perceived that Helen had not
followed the course he had suggested ; that she had not told
Beauclerc, and did not intend that he should be told, the whole
truth. The General looked extremely grave ; Beauclerc gave
a glance round the room. ¢Here is some mystery,” said he,
now first seeing Helen’s disconcerted countenance. Then he
turned on the General a look of eager inquiry. ¢ Some mystery,
certainly,’ said he, ¢with which I am not to be made ac-
quainted ?’

¢ If there be any mystery,’ said the General, ‘with which
you are not to be made acquainted, I am neither the adviser
nor abettor. Neither in jest nor earnest am I ever an adviser
of mystery.’

While her husband thus spoke, Lady Cecilia made another
attempt to possess herself of the letter. This time she rose
decidedly, and, putting aside the little drar?é table which was
in her way, pressed forward to the drawer, saying something
about ‘counters.’ Her Cashmere caught on Helen’s harp,
and, in her eager spring forward, it would have been overset,
but that the General felt, turned, and caught it. :

¢What are you about, my dear Cecilia?—what do you
want ?’

¢ Nothing, nothing, thank you, my dear; nothing now.
Then she did not dare to open the drawer, or to let him open
it, and anxiously drew away his attention by pointing to a
footstool which she seemed to want.

¢Could not you ask me for it, my dear, without disturbing
yourself? What are men made for ?’

Beauclerc, after a sort of absent effort to join in quest of
the footstool, had returned eagerly to the picture, and looking
at it more closely, he saw the letters C. D. written in small
characters in one comer; and, just as his eye turned to the
other comer, Lady Cecilia, recollecting what initials were
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vanced : she rose instantly, took up the letter, and, without
speaking or looking at any one, tore it to pieces, Beauclerc
in motionless astonishment. Lady Cecilia breathed again.
The General’s countenance expressed I interfere no farther.’
He left the room; and Beauclerc, without another look at
Helen, followed him.

For some moments after Lady Cecilia and Helen were left
alone, there was a dead silence. Lady Cecilia sat with her
eyes fixed upon the door through which her husband and
Beauclerc had passed. She thought that Beauclerc might
return ; but when she found that he did not, she went to
Helen, who had covered her face with her hands.

¢ My dearest friend,’ said Lady Cecilia, ¢thank you! thank
you !—you did the best that was possible !’

¢O Cecilia!’ exclaimed Helen, ‘towhathave youexposed me?’

¢How did it all happen?’ continued Cecilia. ‘Why was
not that letter burnt with the rest? How came it there?
Can you tell me?’

¢I do not know,’ said Helen, ‘I cannot recollect.” But
after some effort, she remembered that in the morning, while
the General had been talking to her, she had in her confusion,
when she took the packet, laid the picture and that letter be-
side her on the arm of the chair. She had, in her hurry of
putting the other letters into her bag, forgotten this and the
picture, and she supposed that they had fallen between the
chair and the wall, and that they had been found and put into
the table-drawer by one of the servants.

Helen was hastening out of the room, Cecilia detained her.
¢ Do not go, my dear, for that would look as if you were guilty,
and you know you are innocent. At the first sound of your
harp Beauclerc will return—only command yourself for one
hour or two.’

¢Yes, it will only be for an hour or two,’ said Helen,
brightening with hope. ¢You will tell the General to-night.
Do you think Granville will come back? Where is the harp-
key ?—1I dropped it—here it is’ She began to tune the harp.
Crack went one string—then another.

¢ That is lucky,’ said Lady Cecilia, ‘it will give you some-
thing to do, my love, if the people come in.’

The aide-de-camp entered. ¢I thought I heard harp-strings
going,’ said he.
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matically, without soul or spirit—but so do so many others.
It passed ¢charmingly,’ till a door softly opened behind her,
and she saw the shadow on the wall, and some one stood, and
passed from behind her. There was an end of her playing ;
however, from her just dread of making a scene, she commanded
herself so powerfully, that, except her timidity, nothing was
observed by the company, and that timidity was pitied by the
good-natured Mrs. Holdernesse, who said to her daughter,
¢Anne, we must not press Miss Stanley any more ; she, who
is always so obliging, is tired now.” She then made way for
Helen to pass, who, thanking her with such a look as might
be given for a life saved, quitted the harp, and the crowd,
closing behind her, happily thought of her no more. She
retreated to the darkest part of the room, and sat down. She
did not dare to look towards what she most wished to see.
Her eyes were fixed upon the face of the young lady singing,
and yet she saw not one feature of that face, while she knew,
without looking, or seeming to look, exactly where Beauclerc
stood. He had stationed himself in a doorway into the draw-
ing-room ; there, leaning back against the wall, he stood, and
never stirred. Helen was so anxious to get one clear view of
the expression of his countenance, that at last she ventured to
move a little, and from behind the broad back of a great man
she looked : Beauclerc’s eyes met hers. How different from
their expression when they were sitting on the bank together
but a few short hours before! He left the doorway instantly,
and placed himself where Helen could see him no more.

Of all the rest of what passed this evening she knew
nothing ; she felt only a sort of astonishment at everybody’s
gaiety, and a sense of the time being intolerably long. She
thought that all these people never would go away—that their
carriages never would be announced. But before it came to
that time, General Clarendon insisted upon Lady Cecilia’s
retiring. ‘I must, said he, ¢play the tyrant, Cecilia; you
have done too much to-day— Mrs. Holdernesse shall hold
your place.’

He carried Cecilia off, and Helen thought, or fancied, that
he looked about for her. Glad to escape, she followed close
behind. The General did not offer his arm or appear to notice
her. When she came to the door leading to the staircase,
there was Beauclerc, standing with folded arms, as in the
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but there is no use in thinking of it; we can do no good.”
“Then,” 1 said, “suppose, Clarendon—only suppose that
Helen, without saying anything, were to let this matter pass
off with Beauclerc?” Clarendon answered, It would not
pass off with Beauclerc.” ¢ But” said I, “I do not mean
without any explanation at all. Only suppose that Helen did
not enter into any particulars, do not you think, Clarendon, that
things would go on well enough?” ¢ No,” he said decidedly,
“no.” ‘Do you mean,” said I, ¢that things would not go on
at all?” <] do not say, not at all,” he answered ; “‘but we//
they would not go on.”’

¢I am sure the General is right,’ said Helen.

¢Then,’ continued Lady Cecilia, ‘then I put the question
differently. I wanted to feel my way, to try whether I could
possibly venture upon my own confession. ¢ Consider it this
way, Clarendon,” I said. ¢ Take it for granted that Helen did
somehow arrange that Beauclerc were to be satisfied without
any formal explanation.” ¢Formal!” said he,—¢“I will not
say formal,” said I ; “but without a _f#// explanation : in short,
suppose that from mere timidity, Helen could not, did not,
exactly tell him the whole before marriage—put it off till after-
wards—then told him all candidly ; do you think, Clarendon,
that if you were in Beauclerc’s place (I quite stammered when
I came to this)—do you think you could pardon, or forgive, or
esteem, or love,” I intended to end with, but he interrupted me
with—“1 do not know,” very shortly; and added, “I hope
this is not what Miss Stanley intends to do?”’

¢Oh! what did you answer ?’ cried Helen.

¢1 said I did not know. My dear Helen, it was the only
thing I could say. What would Clarendon have thought, after
all my supposes, if 1 had said anything else? he must have
seen the truth’

¢ And that he is not to see,’ said Helen: ‘and how false he
must think me!’

¢No, no; for I told him,’ continued Lady Cecilia, ‘that I
was sure you wished always to tell the whole truth about
everything, but that there might be circumstances where you
really could not; and where I, knowing all the circumstances,
could not advise it. He said, ¢ Cecilia, I desire you will not
advise or interfere any farther in this matter. Promise me,
Cecilia !” He spoke sternly, and I promised as fast as I could.
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¢Then I can tell you, Helen.’

‘You can !’

¢And will. Helen, you could not speak to me till you had
consulted—arranged—settled what was to be said—what not
to be said—what told—what left untold.’

Between each half-sentence he darted looks at her, defying
hers to contradict—and she could not contradict by word or
look. ‘You could not speak,’ continued he passionately, ¢till
you had well determined what was to be told, what left untold,
to me! To me, Helen, your confiding—devoted—accepted
lover! for I protest before Heaven, had I knelt at the altar
with you, Helen Stanley, not more yours, not more mine could
I have deemed you—not more secure of your love and truth—
your truth, for what is love without it ?—not more secure of
perfect felicity could I have been on earth than I was when we
two sat together but yesterday evening on that bank. Your
words—your looks—and still your looks—But what signify
tears 7—Tears, women’s tears! Oh! what is woman?—and
what is man that believes in her ?—weaker still !’

¢ Hear me !—hear me!’

¢Hear you? No, Helen, do not now ask me to hear you.
Do not force me to hear you. Do not debase, do not sully,
that perfect image of truth. Do not sink yourself, Helen,
from that height at which it was my entranced felicity to see
you. Leave me one blessed, one sacred illusion. No,’ cried
he, with increasing vehemence, ¢say nothing of all you have
prepared—not one arranged word conned over in your mid-
night and your morning consultations,” pointing back to the
window of her dressing-room, where he had seen her and
Lady Cecilia.

¢ You saw,” Helen began

‘Yes. Am I blind, think you? I wish I were. Oh
that I could be again the believing, fond, happy dupe I was
but yesterday evening !’

‘Dupe!’ repeated Helen. ‘But pour out all—all, dear
Granville. Think—say—what you will—reproach—abuse me
as you please. It is a relief—take it—for I have none to
give.’

¢None !’ cried he, his tone suddenly changing, ‘no relief
to give! What! have you nothing to say? No explanation ?
‘Why speak to me then at all ?’
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me of the contrary. I trust your word—I trust that heavenly
countenance—I trust entirely ’  He offered, and she took
his offered hand. ‘I trust entirely. Not one question more
shall I ask—not a suspicion shall I have: you put me to the
test, you shall find me stand it.’

¢Can you ?’ said she; ‘you know how much I ask. I
acknowledge a mystery, and yet I ask you to believe that I
am not wrong.’

¢I know,’ said he ; ¢you shall see.’” And, both in happiness
once more, they returned to the house.

‘I love her a thousand times better than ever,’ thought
Beauclerc, ¢for the independence of mind she shows in thus
braving my opinion, daring to set all upon the cast—some-
thing noble in this! I am to form my own judgment of her,
and I will, independently of what any other human being may
say or think, The General, with his strict, narrow, conventional
notions, has not an idea of the kind of woman I like, or of
what Helen really is. He sees in Helen only the discreet
proper-behaved young lady, adapted, so nicely adapted, to her
place in society, to nitch and notch in, and to be of no sort of
value out of it. Give me a being able to stand alone, to think
and feel, decide and act for herself. Were Helen only what
the General thinks her, she would not be for me ; while she is
what I think her, I love—1I adore!’ And when he saw his
guardian, Beauclerc declared that, though Helen had entered
into no explanations, he was perfectly satisfied.

The General answered, ‘I am glad you are satisfied.’

Beauclerc perceived that the General was not; and in spite
of all that he had just been saying to himself, this provoked
and disgusted him. His theory of his own mind, if not quite
false, was still a little at variance with his practice. His
guardian’s opinion swayed him powerfully, whenever he believed
that it was not designed to influence him ; when the opinion
was repressed, he could not rest without drawing it out.
¢Then, you think, General,’ said he, ‘that some explanation
ought to have been made ?’

¢ No matter what I think, Granville, the affair is yours. If
you are satisfied, that is all that is necessary.’

Then even, because left on their own point of suspension to
vibrate freely, the diamond-scales of Beauclerc’s mind began to
move, from some nice, unseen cause of variation. ¢ But,’ said
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he, ¢General Clarendon, no one can judge without knowing
facts.’ :

¢So I apprehend,’ said the General.

‘1 may be of too easy faith,’ replied Beauclerc. [No reply.]
¢ This is a point of honour.” [No denial.] ¢My dear General,
if there be anything which weighs with you, and which you
know and I do not, I think, as my friend and my guardian,
you ought to tell it to me.’

¢ Pardon me,’ said the General, turning away from Beauclerc
as he spoke, and striking first one heel of his boot against the
scraper at the hall-door, then the other—*¢ pardon me, Granville,
I cannot admit you to be a better judge than I am myself of
what I ought to do or not to do.’

The tone was dry and proud, but Beauclerc’s provoked
imagination conceived it to be also mysterious ; the scales of
his mind vibrated again, but he had said he would trust—trust
entirely, and he would : yet he could not succeed in banishing
all doubt, till an idea started into his head—¢That writing
was Lady Cecilia’s! 1 thought so at the first moment, and I
let it go again. It is hers, and Helen is keeping her secret :—
but could Lady Cecilia be so ungenerous—so treacherous?’
However, he had declared he would ask no questions ; he was
a man of honour, and he would ask none—none even of himself
—a resolution which he found it surprisingly easy to keep
when the doubt concerned only Lady Cecilia. Whenever the
thought crossed his mind, he said to himself, ‘I will ask
nothing—suspect nobody ; but if it is Lady Cecilia’s affair, it
is all the more generous in Helen.’ And so, secure in this
explanation, though he never allowed to himself that he
admitted it, his trust in Helen was easy and complete, and his
passion for her increased every hour.

But Lady Cecilia was disturbed even by the perfect confi-
dence and happiness of Beauclerc’s manner towards Helen.
She could not but fear that he had guessed the truth; and it
seemed as if everything which happened tended to confirm him
in his suspicions ; for, whenever the mind is strongly interested
on any subject, something alluding to it seems wonderfully,
yet accidentally, to occur in everything that we read, or hear
in common conversation; and so it now happened: things
were continually said by persons wholly unconcerned, which
seemed to bear upon her secret. Lady Cecilia frequently felt
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be delayed, and that she must settle with Miss Stanley whether
they would accompany him or remain at Clarendon Park.
He did not know, he said, how long he might be detained.

Cecilia was astonished, and excessively curious ; she tried
her utmost address to discover what was the nature of his
business, in vain. All that remained was to do as he required
without more words. He left the room, and Cecilia decided
at once that they had better accompany him. She dreaded
some delay ; she thought that, if the General went alone to
town, he might be detained Heaven knows how long; and
though the marriage must be postponed at all events, yet if
they went with the General, the ceremony might be performed
in town as well as at Clarendon Park; and she with some
.difficulty convinced Helen of this. Beauclerc feared nothing
but delay. They were to go. Lady Cecilia announced their
decision to the General, who immediately set off, and the others
in a few hours followed him.

CHAPTER XXXV

¢In my youth, and through the prime of manhood, I never entered
London without feelings of hope and pleasure. It was to me the grand
theatre of intellectual activity, the field for every species of enterprise and
exertion, the metropolis of the world, of business, thought, and action.
‘There, I was sure to find friends and companions, to hear the voice of
encouragement and praise. There, society of the most refined sort offered
daily its banquets to the mind, and new objects of interest and ambition
were constantly exciting attention either in politics, literature, or science.’

THESE feelings, so well described by a man of genius, have
probably been felt more or less by most young men who have
within them any consciousness of talent, or any of that enthu-
siasm, that eager desire to have or to give sympathy, which,
especially in youth, characterises noble natures. But after
even one or two seasons in a great metropolis these feelings
often change long before they are altered by age. Granville
Beauclerc had already persuaded himself that he now detested,
as much as he had at first been delighted with, a London life.
From his metaphysical habits of mind, and from the sensibility
of his temper, he had been too soon disgusted by that sort of
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little sweep of a congratulatory motion, was incomparable : it
said everything that a bow could say, and more. It implied
such a happy freedom from envy or jealousy; such a polite
acquiescence in the decrees of fate ; such a philosophic indiffer-
ence ; such a cool sarcastic superiority to the event; and he
began to Lady Cecilia with one of his prepared impromptus :
¢ At the instant your ladyship came up, I am afraid I started,
actually in a trance, I do believe. Methought I was—where
do you think? In the temple of Jaggernaut.’

¢Why ?’ said Lady Cecilia, smiling.

¢ Methought,” continued. Horace, ‘that I was in the tem-
ple of Jaggernaut—that one strange day in the year, when
all castes meet, when all distinction of castes and ranks is for-
gotten—the abomination of mixing them all together permitted,
for their sins no doubt—high caste and low, from the aban-
doned Pariah to the Brahmin prince, from their Billingsgate
and Farringdon Without, suppose, up to their St. James’s
Street and Grosvenor Square, mingle, mingle, ye who mingle
may, white spirits and gray, black spirits and blue. Now,
pray, look around: is not this Jaggernaut night with Lady
Castlefort ?’ .

¢And you,’ said Lady Cecilia; ‘are not you the great
Jaggernaut himself, driving over all in your triumphant chariot
of sarcasm, and crushing all the victims in your way ?’

This took place with Horace ; it put him in spirits, in train,
and he fired away at Lady Castlefort, whom he had been
flattering @ loutrance five minutes before.

¢1 so admire that acting of sacrifice in your delle cousine
to-night ! Pasta herself could not do it better. There is a
look of “Oh, ye just gods! what a victim am I!” and with
those upturned eyes so charming! Well, and seriously it is a
sad sacrifice. Fathers have flinty hearts by parental prescrip-
tion ; but husbands—petsi¢ Bossus especially—should have
mercy for their own sakes ; they should not strain their marital
power too far.’

¢ But,’ said Lady Cecilia, ‘it is curious that one born and
bred such an ultra exclusive as Louisa Castlefort should be
obliged after her marriage immediately to open her doors and
turn ultra liberale, or an universal suffragist—all in conse-
quence of these mésalliances.

¢ True, true,’ said Churchill, with a solemn, pathetic shake

361






HELEN

pray, at this group. Lady Katrine herself on the sofa, finger
up —holding forth; and the deaf old woman stretching
forward to hear, while the other, with the untasted punch,
sits suspended in curiosity. ¢ What can it be?” she says, or
seems to say. Now, now, see the pretty one’s hands and eyes
uplifted, and the ugly one, with that look of horror, is ex-
claiming, “You don’t say so, my dear Lady Katrine!” Admir-
able creatures! Cant and scandal personified! [ wish
Wilkie were here—worth any money to him.’

¢And he should call it “The scandal party,”’ said Lady
Cecilia. “He told me he never could venture upon a subject
unless he could give it a good name.’

At this moment Lady Katrine, having finished her story,
rose, and awaking from the abstraction of malice, she looked up
and saw Helen and Lady Cecilia, and, as she came forward,
Churchill whispered between them, ¢ Now—now we are going
comfortably to enjoy, no doubt, Madame de Sévignés pleasure
de mal dire du prockain, at the right hour too.’

Churchill left them there. Lady Katrine welcoming her
victims—her unsuspicious victims—he slid off to the friends
round the tea-table to learn from ¢ Cant’ what ¢ Scandal’ had
been telling. Beauclerc was gone to inquire for the carriage.
The instant Helen appeared, all eyes were fixed upon her, and
¢ Belle fiancée’ was murmured round, and Cecilia heard—* He’s
much to be pitied.’

At this moment Lord Castlefort went up to Helen; she
had always been a favourite of his; he was grateful to her for
her constant kindness to him, and, peevish though the little
man might be, he had a good heart, and he showed it now by
instantly taking Helen out of the midst of the starers, and
begging her opinion upon a favourite picture of his, a Madonna.
Was it a Raffaelle, or was it not? He and Mr. Churchill, he
said, were at issue about it. In short, no matter what he
said, it engrossed Helen’s attention, so that she could not hear
anything that passed, and could not be seen by the starers;
and he detained her in conversation till Beauclerc came to say
—<¢The carriage is ready, Lady Cecilia is impatient.” Lord
Castlefort opened a door that led at once to the staircase, so
that they had not to recross all the rooms, but got out
immediately. The smallest service merits thanks, and Helen
thanked Lord Castlefort by a look which he appreciated.
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inquired if the General had come in. Yes, he had been at
home for some time, and was in bed. This was a relief.
Helen was glad not to see any one, or to be obliged to say
anything more that night. Lady Cecilia bade her ¢be a good
child, and go to sleep.” How much Helen slept may be left
to the judgment of those who have any imagination.

CHAPTER XXXVI

¢ MILADI a une migranie affreuse this morning,; said Felicie,
addressing herself on the stairs to Rose. Mille amitiés de sa
part to your young lady, Miss Rose, and miladi recommend to
her to follow a good example, and to take her breakfast in her
bed, and then to take one good sleep till you shall hear mzids
sonné)

Miss Stanley, however, was up and dressed at the time
when this message was brought to her, and a few minutes
afterwards a footman came to the door, to give notice that
the General was in the breakfast - room, waiting to know
whether Miss Stanley was coming down or not. The idea of
a féfe-d-téte breakfast with him was not now quite so agreeable
as it would have been to her formerly, but she went down.
The General was standing with his back to the fire, news-
papers hanging from his hand, his look ominously grave.
After ¢Good-mornings’ had been exchanged with awful
solemnity, Helen ventured to hope that there was no bad
public news.

¢ No public news whatever,’ said the General.

Next, she was sorry to hear that Cecilia had ¢such a bad
headache.’

¢ Tired last night,’ said the General.

¢It was, indeed, a tiresome, disagreeable party,’ said Helen,
hoping this would lead to how so? or why? but the General
drily answered, ¢ Not the London season,’ and went on eating
his breakfast in silence.

Such a constraint and awe came upon her, that she felt it
would be taking too great a liberty, in his present mood, to
put sugar and cream into his tea, as she was wont in happier
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opened it again, stood, and said stoutly, though seemingly with
some impediment in his throat—¢ General Clarendon, do me
the justice to give me full powers.’

¢ Whatever you require: say, such are your orders from
me, and that you have full power to dismiss whoever disobeys.’
Cockburn bowed, and withdrew satisfied.

Another silence, when the General, hastily finishing his
breakfast, took up the newspaper, and said, ‘I wished to have
spared you the pain of seeing these, Miss Stanley, but it must
be done now. There have appeared in certain papers para-
graphs alluding to Beauclerc and to you; these scandalous
papers I never allow to enter my house, but I was informed
that there were such paragraphs, and I was obliged to examine
into them. I am sorry to find that they have some of them
been copied into my paper to-day.’

He laid the newspaper before her. The first words which
struck her eye were the dreaded whispers of last night ; the
paragraph was as follows :

¢In a few days will be published the Memoirs of the late
Colonel D’ , comprising anecdotes, and original love-
letters ; which will explain the mysterious allusions lately
made in certain papers to ¢ La belle fiancée) and ‘I promessi

5z,

¢What !’ exclaimed Helen ; ¢the letters! published !’

The General had turned from her as she read, and had gone
to his writing-desk, which was at the farthest end of the room ;
he unlocked it, and took from it a small volume, and turning
over the leaves as he slowly approached Helen, he folded down
some pages, laid the volume on the table before her, and then
said, ¢Before you look into these scandalous memoirs, Miss
Stanley, let me assure you that nothing but the necessity of
being empowered by you to say what is truth and what is
falsehood could determine me to give you this shock.

She was scarcely able to put forward her hand; yet took
the book, opened it, looked at it, saw letters which she knew
could not be Cecilia’s, but turning another leaf, she pushed it
from her with horror. It was the letter—beginning with
¢ My dear—too dear Henry.!

¢In print |’ cried she; ¢in print ! published !’

¢ Not published yet, that I hope to be able to prevent,’ said
the General.
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‘Whether she heard, whether she could hear him, he was not
certain, her head was bent down, her hands clasping her fore-
head. He waited some minutes, then sitting down beside her,
with a voice of gentleness and of commiseration, yet of steady
determination, he went on:— ¢I must speak, and you must
hear me, Helen, for your own sake, and for Beauclerc’s sake.’

¢ Speak,’ cried she, ¢ I hear.’

¢ Hear then the words of a friend, who will be true to you
through life—through life and death, if you will be but true
to yourself, Helen Stanley—a friend who loves you as he loves
Beauclerc ; but he must do more, he must esteem you as he
esteems Beauclerc, incapable of anything that is false.’

Helen listened with her breath suspended, not a word in
reply.

¢ Then I ask——’

She put her hand upon his arm, as if to stop him ; she had
a foreboding that he was going to ask something that she could
not, without betraying Cecilia, answer.

¢If you are not yet sufficiently collected, I will wait ; take
your own time—my question is simple—I ask you to tell me
whether 2// these letters are yours or not ?’

¢No,’ cried Helen, ¢these letters are not mine.’

¢ Not all, said the General: ‘this first one I know to be
yours, because I saw it in your handwriting ; but I am cer-
tain all cannot be yours: now will you show me which are and
which are not.’

I will take them to my own room and consider and
examine.’ ‘

¢ Why not look at them here, Miss Stanley ?’

She wanted to see Cecilia, she knew she could never answer
the question without consulting her, but that she could not say ;
still she had no other resource, so, conquering her trembling,
she rose and said, ¢I would rather go to )

¢Not to Cecilia,’ said he; ‘to that I object: what can
Cecilia do for you? what can she advise, but what I advise,
that the plain truth should be told ?’

¢If I could! Ohif I could!’ cried Helen.

¢What can you mean? Pardon me, Miss Stanley, but
surely you can tell the plain fact ; you can recollect what you
have written—at least you can know what you have not written,
You have not yet even looked beyond a few of the letters
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¢ They are burned.’

¢ All 2—one, this first letter, I saw you tear ; did you burn
all the rest?’

¢ They are burned,’ repeated she, colouring all over. She
could not say, ¢ I burned them.’

He thought it a poor evasion. ¢ They are burned,’ con-
tinued he, ‘that is, you burned them : unfortunate. I must
then recur to my first appeal. Take this pencil, and mark,
I pray you, the passages that are yours. I may be called on
to prove the forgery of these passages : if you do not show me,
and truly, which are yours, and which are not, how can I
answer for you, Helen ?’

¢ One hour,’ said Helen,—¢ only leave me for one hour, and
it shall be done.’

¢ Why this cowardly delay ?°’

¢I ask only one hour—only leave me for one hour.’

‘I obey, Miss Stanley, since it must be so. I am gone’

He went, and Helen felt how sunk she was in his opinion,
—sunk for ever, she feared | but she could not think distinctly,
her mind was stunned ; she felt that she must wait for some-
body, but did not at ﬁrst recollect clearly that it was for
Cecilia. She leaned back on the sofa, and sank into a sort
of dreamy state. How long she remained thus unconscious
she knew not ; but she was roused at last by the sound, as
she fancied, of a carriage stopping at the door: she started
up, but it was gone, or it had not been. She perceived that
the breakfast things had been removed, and, turning her eyes
upon the clock, she was surprised to see how late it was.
She snatched up the pages which she hated to touch, and
ran upstairs to Cecilia’s room,—door bolted ;—she gave a
hasty tap—no answer ; another louder, no answer. She ran
into the dressing-room for Felicie, who came with a face of
mystery, and the smile triumphant of one who knows what is
not to be known. But the smile vanished on seeing Miss
Stanley’s face.

¢Bon Diew! Miss Stanley—how pale! mass gw'est ce que
cest? Mon Dieu, giiest ce que c’est donc ?’

¢Is Lady Cecilia’s door bolted withinside ?’ said Helen.

¢No, only lock by me,’ said Mademoiselle Felicie. ¢Mi-
ladi charge me not to tell you she was not dere. And I had
de presentiment you might go up to look for her in her room.
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CHAPTER XXXVII

THAT Fortune is not nice in her morality, that she frequently
favours those who do not adhere to truth more than those who
do, we have early had occasion to observe. But whether
Fortune may not be in this, as in all the rest, treacherous and
capricious ; whether she may not by her first smiles and
favours lure her victims on to their cost, to their utter undoing
at last, remains to be seen.

It is time to inquire what has become of Lady Cecilia
Clarendon. Before we follow her on her very early morning
visit to her cousin’s, we must take leave to pause one moment
to remark, not in the way of moralising by any means, but
simply as a matter of history, that the first little fib in which
Lady Cecilia, as a customary license of speech, indulged
herself the moment she awoke this morning, though it seemed
to answer its purpose exactly at the time, occasioned her
ladyship a good deal of superfluous toil and trouble during the
course of the day. In reply to the first question her husband
had asked, or in evasion of that question, she had answered,
¢ My dear love, don’t ask me any questions, for I have such a
horrid headache that I really can hardly speak.’

Now a headache, such as she had at that moment, certainly
never silenced any woman. Slighter could not be—scarce
enough to swear by. There seemed no great temptation to
prevarication either, for the General’s question was not of a
formidable nature, not what the lawyers call a leading ques-
tion, rather one that led to nothing. It was only, ¢ Had you
a pleasant party at Lady Castlefort’s last night, my dear
Cecilia?’ But with that prescience with which some nicely
foresee how the truth, seemingly most innocent, may do harm,
her ladyship foreboded that, if she answered straight forward
—¢no’—that might lead to-—why? how? or wherefore?
—and this might bring out the history of the strange rude
manner in which ¢/a bdelle fiancée’ had been received. That
need not necessarily have followed, but, even if it had, it
would have done her no harm,—rather would have served at
once her purpose in the best manner possible, as time will
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to hear the sound of music in the drawing-room, Lady Castle-
fort’s voice singing. While she waited in the next room for
the song to be finished, Cecilia turned over the books on
the table, richly gilt and beautifully bound, except one in a
brown paper parcel, which seemed unsuited to the table, yet
excited more attention than all the others, because it was
directed ¢ Private — for Lady Katherine Hawksby —to be
returned before two oclock)? What could it be? thought Lady
Cecilia. But her attention was now attracted by the song
which Lady Castlefort seemed to be practising; the words
were distinctly pronounced, uncommonly distinctly, so as to
be plainly heard—

Had we never loved so kindly,
Had we never loved so blindly,
Never met, or never parted,

We had ne’er been broken-hearted.

As Cecilia listened, she cast her eyes upon a card which lay
on the table—* Lord Beltravers,’ and a new light flashed upon
her, a light favourable to her present purpose ; for since the
object was altered with Lady Castlefort, since it was not
Beauclerc any longer, there would be no further ill-will
towards Helen. Lady Castlefort was not of the violent vin-
dictive sort, with her there was no long-lasting d4pit amoureux.
She was not that fury, a woman scormed, but that blessed
spirit, a woman believing herself always admired. ¢Soft,
silly, sooth—not one of the hard, wicked, is Louisa,’ thought
Cecilia. And as Lady Castlefort, slowly opening the door,
entered, timid, as if she knew some particular person was in
the room, Cecilia could not help suspecting that Louisa had
intended her song for other ears than those of her dear cousin,
and that the superb negligence of her dress was not unstudied ;
but that well-prepared, well-according sentimental air, changed
instantly on seeing—not the person expected, and with a
start she exclaimed, ¢ Cecilia Clarendon !’

¢Louisa Castlefort!’ cried Lady Cecilia, answering that
involuntary start of confusion with a well-acted start of
admiration. ¢ Louisa Castlefort, 57 delle, i belle, so0 beautifully
dressed !’

¢ Beautifully dressed—nothing extraordinary!’ said Lady
Castlefort, advancing with a half-embarrassed, halfnonchkalant
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At that instant a green parrot, who had been half asleep in
the corner, awoke on Lady Castlefort’s pronouncing, in an
elevated tone, ¢All, all!’ and conceiving himself in some way
called upon, answered, ‘Poll! Poll! bit o’ sugar Poll!’ No
small difficulty had Lady Cecilia at that moment in keeping
her risible muscles in order; but she did, for Helen’s sake,
and she was rewarded, for after Lady Castlefort had, all un-
conscious of ridicule, fed Poll from her amber bondonnidre, and
sighed out once more ¢ Mind ! too much mind !’ she turned to
Cecilia, and said, ¢ But, my dear, you wanted something ; you
had something to ask me.’

At once, and as fast as she could speak, Lady Cecilia
poured out her business about Helen Stanley. She told of
the ill-bred manner in which Helen had been received last
night ; inquired why the words promessi sposi and belle fiancée
were so oddly repeated, as if they had been watchwords, and
asked what was meant by all those strange whisperings in the
sanctum sanctorum.

¢ Katrine’s set,’ observed Lady Castlefort coolly. ¢ Just like
them ; just like her!’

¢I should not care about it in the least,’ said Lady Cecilia,
¢if it were only Katrine’s ill-nature, or their ill-breeding. Ill-
breeding always recoils on the ill-bred, and does nobody else
any harm. But I should be glad to be quite clear that there
is nothing more at the bottom.’

Lady Castlefort made no reply, but took up a bunch of
seals, and looked at each of them one after another. Lady
Cecilia, more afraid now than she had yet been that there was
something at the bottom, still bravely went on, ¢ What is it ?
If you know, tell me at once.’

¢ Nay, ask Katrine,’ said Lady Castlefort.

¢No, I ask you, I would rather ask you, for you are gond-
natured, Louisa—so tell me.’

‘But 1 daresay it is only slander,’ said the good-natured
Louisa.

¢Slander !’ repeated Lady Cexilia, ¢slander did you say 7’

¢Yes; what is there to surprise you so much in that word 7
did you never hear of such a thing? 1 am sure I bear to
much of it; Katrine Eves and breathes and fattens upon it ;
as Churchill says, she eats slander, drinks slander, sleeps upon
slander.’
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at a paper these three days; was there anything particular ?
tell me.’

¢My dear! tell you! as if I could remember by heart all
the scandalous paragraphs I read’ She looked round the
room, and not seeing the papers, said, ‘I do not know what
has become of those papers; but you can find them when you
go home.’

She mentioned the names of two papers, noted for being
personal, scandalous, and scurrilous.

¢ Are those the papers you mean ?’ cried Lady Cecilia; ‘the
General never lets them into the house.’

¢That is a pity—that’s hard upon you, for then you never
are, as you see, au courant du jour, and all your friends might
be abused to death without your knowing it, if some kind
person did not tell you’

¢Do tell me, then, the substance; I don’t want the words.’

¢But the words are all. Somehow it is nothing without
the words.’

In her now excited state of communicativeness, Lady
Castlefort rose and looked all about the room for the papers,
saying, ‘They were here, they were there, all yesterday ;
Katrine had them showing them to Lady Masham in the
morning, and to all her blue set afterwards—Lord knows what
she has done with them. So tiresome looking for things ! how
I hate it.’

She rang the bell and inquired from the footman if he knew
what had become of the papers. Of course he did not know,
could not imagine—servants never know, nor can imagine,
what has become of newspapers—but he would inquire.
‘While he went to inquire, Lady Castlefort sank down again
into her Jerg?re, and again fell into admiration of Cecilia’s
state of impatience.

¢How curious you are! Now I am never really curious
about anything that does not come home to myself ; I have so
little interest about other people.’

This was said in all the simplicity of selfishness, not from
candour, but from mere absence of shame, and utter ignorance
of what others think, what others feel, which always charac-
terises, and often betrays, the selfish, even where the head is
best capable of supplying the deficiencies of the heart. But
Louisa Castlefort had no head to hide her want of heart;
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while Cecilia, who had both head and heart, looked down
upon her cousin with surprise, pity, and contempt, quick
succeeding each other, in a sort of parenthesis of feeling, as
she moved her eyes for a moment from the door on which they
had been fixed, and to which they recurred, while she stood
waiting for the appearance of those newspapers. The footman
entered with them. ¢In Mr. Landrum’s room they were, my
lady.’

Lady Cecilia did not hear a word that was said, nor did
she see that the servant laid a note on the table. It was well
that Louisa had that note to read, and to answer, while
Cecilia looked at the paragraphs in these papers; else her
start must have been seen, her exclamation must have been
heard : it must have been marked that the whole character of
her emotion changed from generous sympathy with her friend
to agony of fear for herself. The instant she cast her eyes
on that much-read paper, she saw the name of Colonel
D’Aubigny; all the rest swam before her eyes. Lady
Castlefort, without looking up from her writing, asked—What
day of the month ? Cecilia could not answer, but, recalled to
herself by the sound of the voice, she now tried to read—she
scarcely read the words, but some way took the sense into her
mind at a glance.

CHAPTER XXXVIII

THE first of these paragraphs caught the eye by its title in
capital letters.

‘LA BELLE FIANCEE.

¢ Though quite unknown in the London world, this young
lady cannot fail to excite some curiosity among our fashion-
ables as the successful rival of one whom the greatest painter
of the age has pronounced to be #Zz fairest of the fair—the
Lady B. F. . This new Helen is, we understand, of a
respectable family, niece to a late dean, distinguished for
piety much and zi»#2 more. It was reported that the niece
was a great heiress, but after the progosal had been made, it
was discovered that Vir#% had made away with every shilling
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to Lady Cecilia, she said—*You will have to give her up at
last—that’s all ; so you had better make your mind up to it.’

When Lady Cecilia tried to speak, she felt her tongue
cleave to the roof of her mouth ; and when she did articulate,
it was in a sort of hoarse sound. ¢Is the book published ?’
She held the paper before Lady Castlefort’s eyes and pointed to
the name she could not utter.

¢ D’Aubigny’s book—is it published, do you mean?’ said
Lady Castlefort. ¢Absolutely published, I cannot say, but it
is all in print, I know. I do not understand about publishing.
There’s something about presentation copies: I know Katrine
was wild to have one before anybody else, so she is to have
the first copy, I know, and, I believe, is to have it this very
morning for the people at this breakfast : it is to be the bonne
bouche of the business.’

¢ What has Katrine to do with it ?—Oh, tell me, quick !”

¢ Dear me, Cecilia, what a fuss you are in l—you make me
quite nervous to look at you. You had better go down to the
breakfast-room, and you will hear all about it from the fountain-
head.

¢ Has Katrine the book or not ?’ cried Lady Cecilia.

¢Bless me! I will inquire, my dear, if you will not look so
dreadful.’ She rang and coolly asked—¢Did that man, that
bookseller, Stone, send any parcel or book this morning, do
you know, for Lady Katrine ?’

¢Yes, my lady ; Landrum had a parcel for Lady Katrine—
it is on the table, I believe.’

¢Very well’ The man left the room.

Lady Cecilia darted on the brown paper parcel she had
seen directed to Lady Katrine, and seized it before the amazed
Louisa could prevent her. ¢Stop, stop!’ cried she, springing
forward, ¢stop, Cecilia; Katrine will never forgive me !’

But Lady Cecilia, seizing a penknife, cut the first knot.
¢O Cecilia, I am undone if Katrine comes in! Make haste,
make haste! I can only let you have a peep or two. We
must do it up again as well as ever,’ continued Lady Castlefort,
while Lady Cecilia, fast as possible, went on cut, cut, cutting
the packthread to bits, and she tore off the brown paper cover,
then one of silver paper, that protected the silk binding.

Lady Castlefort took up the outer cover and read, ‘To be
returned before two o'clock.’ ¢What can that mean? Then
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¢ There is a literary dessous des cartes,’ said Lady Castlefort,
a little vain of knowing a literary dessous des cartes; ¢ Churchill
being at the head of everything of that sort, you know, the
bookseller brought him the manuscript which Sir Thomas
D’Aubigny had offered him, and wanted to know whether it
would do or not. Mr. Churchill’s answer was that it would
never do without more pepper and salt, meaning gossip and
scandal, and all that. But you are reading on, Cecilia, not
listening to me.’

‘I am listening, indeed.’

¢ Then never tell how I came to know everything. Katrine’s
maid has a lover, who is, as she phrases it, one of the gentle-
men connected with the press. Now, my Angelique, who
cannot endure Katrine’s maid, tells me that this man is only a
wonder-maker, a half-crown paragraph writer. So, through
Angelique, and indeed from another person ? she stopped ;
and then went on—¢ through Angelique it all came up to me.’

¢ All what ?’ cried Cecilia; ‘go on, go on to the facts.’

¢I will, if you will not hurry me so. The letters were not
in Miss Stanley’s handwriting.’

¢No! I am sure of that,’ said Cecilia.

¢ Copies were all that they pretended to be ; so they may be
forgeries after all, you see.’

¢ But how did Katrine or Mr. Churchill come by the copies?’

¢I have a notion, but of this I am not quite sure—I have a
notion, from something I was told by—in short I suspect that
Carlos, Lady Davenant’s page, somehow got at them, and gave
them, or had them given, to the man who was to publish the
book. Lady Katrine and Churchill laid their heads together ;
here, in this very sanctum sanctorum. They thought I knew
nothing, but I knew everything. 1 do not believe Horace had
anything to do with it, except saying that the love-letters would
be just the thing for the public if they were bad enough. I
remember, too, that it was he who added the second title,
“Reminiscences of a Roué,” and said something about allitera-
tion’s artful aid. And now,’ concluded Lady Castlefort, ‘it is
coming to the grand catastrophe, as Katrine calls it. She has
already told the story, and to-day she was to give all her set
what she calls ocular demonstration. Cecilia, now, quick,
finish ; they will be here this instant. Give me the book ; let
me do it up this minute.’
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the time to execute it was now past. The messenger sent
across the yard had announced that a lady in the back drawing-
room wanted Mr. Stone. Eyes had looked up—the General
had seen and recognised her, and all she could now do was to
recognise him in return, which she did as eagerly and grace-
fully as possible. The General came up to her directly, not a
little astonished that she, whom he fancied at home in her bed,
incapacitated by a headache that had prevented her from
speaking to him, should be here, so far out of her usual haunts,
and, as it seemed, out of her element—¢ What can bring you
here, my dear Cecilia ?’

¢The same purpose which, if I rightly spell, brought you
here, my dear General’ and her eye intelligently glanced at
the burning papers in the yard.

¢Do you know then, Cecilia, what those papers are? How
did you know?’

Lady Cecilia told her history, keeping as strictly to facts as
the nature of the case admitted. Her headache, of course,
she had found much better for the sleep she had taken. She
had set off, she told him, as soon as she was able, for Lady
Castlefort’s, to inquire into the meaning of the strange whispers
of the preceding night. Then she told of the scandalous para-
graphs she had seen ; how she had looked over the book ; and
how successfully she had torn out and destroyed the whole
chapter; and then how, hoping to be able to prevent the
publication, she had driven directly to Mr. Stone’s.

Her husband, with confiding, admiring eyes, looked at her
and listened to her, and thought all she said so patural, so
kind, that he could not but love her the more for her zeal of
friendship, though he blamed her for interfering, in defiance
of his caution. ‘Had you consulted me, or listened to me,
my dear Cecilia, this morning, I could bave saved you all this
trouble ; I should have told you that I would settle with Stone,
and stop the publication, as I have done.’

¢ But that copy which had been sent to Lady Katrine, surely
I did some good there by burning those pages; for if once it
had got among her set, it would have spread like wildfire, you
know, Clarendon.’

He acknowledged this, and said, smiling—¢Be satisfied
with yourself, my love ; I acknowledge that you made there a
capital coup de main.
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CHAPTER XXXIX

‘WE left Helen in the back drawing-room, the door bolted, and
beginning to read her dreaded task. The paragraphs in the
newspapers, we have seen, were sufficiently painful, but when
she came to the book itself—to the letters—she was in con-
sternation, greater even than what she had felt in the General’s
presence under the immediate urgency of his eye and voice.
Her conviction was that in each of these letters there were
some passages, some expressions, which certainly were Cecilia’s,
but mixed with others, which as certainly were not hers. The
internal evidence appeared to her irresistibly strong : and even
in those passages which she knew to be Cecilia’s writing, it too
plainly appeared that, however playfully, however delicately
expressed, there was more of real attachment for Colonel
D’Aubigny than Cecilia had ever allowed Helen to believe ;
and she felt that Cecilia must shrink from General Clarendon’s
seeing these as her letters, after she had herself assured him
that he was her first love. The falsehood was here so indubi-
table, so proved, that Helen herself trembled at the thought of
Cecilia’s acknowledging the plain facts to her husband. The
time for it was past Now that they were in print, published
perhaps, how must he feel! If even candid confession were
made to him, and made for the best motives, it would to him
appear only forced by necessity—forced, as he would say to
himself, because her friend would not submit to be sacrificed.

Such were Helen’s thoughts on reading the two or three
first letters, but, as she went on, her alarm increased to horror.
She saw things which she felt certain Cecilia could never have
written ; yet truth and falsehood were so0 mixed up in every
paragraph, circumstances which she berself had witnessed so
misrepresented. that it was all to her inextricable confusion.
The passages which were to be marked could not now depend
upon her opimion, her befief ; they must rest upon Cerilia's
integrity—and cocld she depend upon 17  The impatience
which she had felt for Lady Certiia’s retum now faded away,
and merged in the more painfsd thought that, when she vl
come, the suspezse wosld nes end—the doulss world never 1e
satisfied.
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in a bad light everything that occurred; the same appearances
which, in his wife, he would have attributed to the sensibility
of true feeling, he interpreted in Helen as the consciousness of
falsehood, the proof of cowardly duplicity. He went back at
once to his original prejudice against her, when, as he first
thought, she had been forced upon him in preference to his
own sister. He had been afterwards convinced that she had
been perfectly free from all double dealing; yet now he slid
back again, as people of his character often do, to their first
opinion. ‘I thought so at first, and I find, as I usually do,
that my first thought was right.’

What had been but an adverse feeling was now considered
as a prescient judgment. And he did not go upstairs the
quicker for these thoughts, but calmly and coolly, when he
reached Lady Cecilia’s dressing-room, knocked at the door,
and, with all the precautions necessary to prevent her from
being alarmed, told her what had happened. ¢You had
better not go down, my dear Cecilia, I beg you will not.
Miss Stanley has her own maid, all the assistance that can be
wanted. My dear, it is not fit for you. I desire you will not
go down.’

But Lady Cecilia would not listen, could not be detained ;
she escaped from her husband, and ran down to Helen.
Excessively alarmed she was, and well she might be, knowing
herself to be the cause, and not certain in any way how it
might end. She found Helen a little recovered, but still pale
as white marble ; and when Lady Cecilia took her hand, it was
still quite cold. She came to herself but very slowly. For
some minutes she did not recover perfect consciousness or
clear recollection. She saw figures of persons moving about
her, she felt them as if too near, and wished them away;
wanted air, but could not say what she wished. She would
have moved, but her limbs would not obey her will. At last,
when she had with effort half raised her head, it sank back
again before she could distinguish all the persons in the room.
The shock of cold water on her forehead revived her; then,
coming clearly to power of perception, she saw Cecilia bending
over her. But still she could not speak, and yet she understood
distinctly, saw the affectionate anxiety, too, in her little maid
Rose’s countenance ; she felt that she loved Rose, and that
she could not endure Felicie, who had now come in, and was
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—so0 the General said ; he was sure, he knew, all could not be
yours.’

¢ Finish, my dear Cecilia,’ interrupted Helen ; finish what
you have to do, and in this last trial, give me this one proof of
your sincerity. Be careful in what you are now doing, mark
truly—O Cecilia! every word you recollect—as your con-
science tells you. Will you, Cecilia? this is all I ask, as I am
to answer for it—will you ?’

Most fervently she protested she would. She had no
difficulty in recollecting, in distinguishing, her own ; and at first
she marked truly, and was glad to separate what was at worst
only foolish girlish nonsense from things which had been
interpolated to make out the romance: things which never
could have come from her mind.

There is some comfort in having our own faults over-
shadowed, outdone, by the greater faults of others. And here
it was flagrant wickedness in the editor, and only weakness
and imprudence in the writer of the real letters. Lady Cecilia
continually solaced her conscience by pointing out to Helen, as
she went on, the folly, literally the folly, of the deception she
had practised on her husband ; and her exclamations against
herself were.so vehement that Helen would not add to her pain
by a single reproach, since she had decided that the time was
past for urging her confession to the General. She now only
said, ¢ Look to the future, Cecilia, the past we cannot recall.
This will be a lesson you can never forget.’

¢Oh, never, never, can I forget it. You have saved me,
Helen.’

Tears and protestations followed these words, and at the
moment they were all sincere; and yet, can it be believed ?
even in this last trial, when it came to this last proof, Lady
Cecilia was not perfectly true. She purposely avoided putting
her mark of acknowledgment to any of those expressions which
most clearly proved her love for Colonel D’Aubigny ; for she
still said to herself that the time might come, though at
present it could not be, when she might make a confession to
her husband,—in his joy at the birth of a son, she thought she
might venture ; she still looked forward to doing justice to her
friend at some future period, and to make this easier—to
make this possible—as she said to herself, she must now leave
out certain expressions, which might, if acknowledged, remain
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¢Oh, let me see them,’ cried Lady Cecilia.

¢Not yet, my love,’ said he; ‘you would know nothing
more by seeing them ; they are in a feigned hand evidently.’

¢ But,’ interrupted Cecilia, ¢ you cannot want the book now,
when you have the letters themselves’; and she attempted to
draw it from his hand, for she instantly perceived the danger
of the discrepancies between her marks and the letters being
detected. She made a stronger effort to withdraw the book,
but he held it fast.

¢ Leave it with me now, my dear ; I want it; it will settle
my opinion as to Helen’s truth.’

Slowly, and absolutely sickened with apprehension, Lady
Cecilia withdrew. When she returned to Helen, and found
how pale she was and how exhausted she seemed, she en-
treated her to lie down again and try to rest.

¢Yes, I believe I had better rest before I see Granville,’
said Helen: ¢where can he have been all day?’

¢With some friend of his, I suppose,’ said Cecilia, and
she insisted on Helen’s saying no more, and keeping herself
perfectly quiet. She further suggested that she had better not
appear at dinner.

¢ It will be only a fa.mnly party, some of the Genera.l’s re-
lations. Miss Clarendon is to be here, and she is one, you
know, trying to the spirits ; and she is not likely to be in her
most swave humour this evening, as she has been under a
course of the toothache, and has been all day at the dentist’s.’

Helen readily consented to remain in her own room, though
she had not so great a dread of Miss Clarendon as Lady
Cecilia seemed to feel. - Lady Cecilia was indeed in the
greatest terror lest Miss Clarendon should have heard some of
these reports about Helen and Beauclerc, and would in her
blunt way ask directly what they meant, and go on with some
of her point-blank questions, which Cecilia feared might be
found unanswerable. However, as Miss Clarendon had only
just come to town from Wales, and come only about her
teeth, she hoped that no reports could have reached her; and
Cecilia trusted much to her own address and presence of mind
in moments of danger, in turning the conversation the way it
should go.

But things were now come to a point where none of the
little skilful interruptions or lucky hits by which she had so
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¢ She consulted you, then ?’

¢ She asked my advice,—told me that ’

¢1 particularly requested her,’ interrupted the General,
‘not to ask your advice ; I desired her not to speak to you on
the subject—not to consult you. Deceit—double-dealing in
everything she does, I find.’

¢No, no, it is my fault ; everything I say and do is wrong,’
cried Lady Cecilia. ¢I recollect now—it was just after her
fainting, when I brought the book, and when she took it to
mark she really was not able. It was not that she consulted
me, but I forced my counsel upon her. I looked over the
letters, and said what I thought—if anybody is wrong, it is
I, Clarendon. Oh do not visit my sins upon Helen so cruelly !
—do not make me the cause of her ruin, innocent creature !
I assure you, if you do this, I never could forgive myself.’

The General looked at her in silence : she did not dare to
meet his eyes, desperately anxious as she was to judge by his
countenance what was passing within. He clasped for her that
bracelet which her trembling hands were in vain attempting to
close.

¢Poor thing, how its heart beats!’ said her husband,
pressing her to him as he sat down beside her. Cecilia thought
she might venture to speak. ¢You know, my dear Clarendon,
1 never oppose—interfere with—any determination of yours
when once it is fixed )

¢ This is fixed,’ interrupted the General.

¢ But after all you have done for her this very day, for which
I am sure she—I am sure I thank you from my soul, would
you now undo it all ?’

¢ She is saved from public shame,’ said the General, ¢ from
private contempt I cannot save her: who can save those who
have not truth? But my determination #s fixed ; it is useless
to waste words on the subject. Esther is come; I must go
to her. And now, Cecilia, I conjure you, when you see
Beauclerc—1I have not seen him all day—1 do not know
where he has been—I conjure you—I command you not to
interfere between him and Helen.’

¢ But you would not have me give her up! I should be the
basest of human beings.’

¢I do not know what you mean, Cecilia; you have done
for her all that an honourable friend could do.’
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‘I am not an honourable friend,’ was Cecilia’s bitter
consciousness, as she pressed her hand upon her heart, which
throbbed violently with contending fears.

‘You have done all that an honourable friend could do;
more must not be done,” continued the General. ¢And now
recollect, Cecilia, that you are my wife as well as Miss Stanley’s
friend’; and, as he said these words, he left the room.

CHAPTER XL

THAT knowing French minister, Louvois, whose power is said
to have been maintained by his surpassing skill in collecting
and spreading secret and swift intelligence, had in his pay
various classes of unsuspected agents, dancing-masters, fencing-
masters, language-masters, milliners, hairdressers, and barbers
—dentists he would have added, had he lived to our times;
and not all Paris could have furnished him with a person
better suited to his purpose than the most fashionable London
dentist of the day, St. Leger Swift. Never did Frenchman
exceed him in volubility of utterance, or in gesture significant,
supplying all that words might fear or fail to tell ; never was
he surpassed by prattling barber or privileged hunchback in
ancient or modern story, Arabian or Persian ; but he was not
a malicious, only a coxcomb scandal-monger, triumphing in his
s¢avoir dire. St. Leger Swift was known to everybody—knew
everybody in London that was to be or was not to be known,
every creature dead or alive that ever had been, or was about
to be, celebrated, fashionable, or rich, or clever, or notorious,
roué or murderer, about to be married or about to be hanged—
for that last class of persons enjoys in our days a strange kind
of heroic celebrity, of which Voltaire might well have been
jealous. St. Leger was, of course, hand and glove with all the
royal family ; every illustrious personage—every most illus-
trious personage—had in turn sat in his chair ; he had had
all their heads, in their turns, in his hands, and he had capital
anecdotes and sayings of each, with which he charmed away
the sense of pain in loyal subjects. But with scandal for the
fair was he specially provided. Never did man or woman skim
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Don’t be in a hurry; once gone, you cannot get it back
again.’

‘Never was a truer, wiser word spoken, madam,’ said St.
Leger, swiftly whisking himself round, and as if looking for
some essential implement. ¢ May be a mere twinge, accidental
cold, rheumatism, or may be My dear madam’ (to the
aunt), ‘I will trouble you; let me pass. I beg pardon—one
word with you,” and with his back to the patient in the chair,
while he rummaged among ivory-handled instruments on the
table, he went on in a low voice to the aunt—¢ Is she nervous?
is she nervous, eh, eh, eh ?’

Mrs. Pennant looked, but did not hear, for she was a little deaf.

‘Yes, yes, yes; I see how it is. A word to the wise,’
replied he, with a nod of intelligence. ¢Every lady’s nervous
nowadays, more or less. Where the deuce did I put this
thing ? Yes, yes—nerves ;—all the same to me; know how
to manage. Make it a principle—professional, to begin always
by talking away nerves. You shall see, you shall see, my
dearest madam ; you shall soon see—you shall hear, you shall
hear how I’ll talk this young lady—your niece—out of her
nerves fairly. Beg pardon, miss , one instant. I am
searching for—where have I put it?’

‘1 beg your pardon, sir: I am a little deaf,’ said Mrs.
Pennant.

¢Deaf—hey? Hal! a little deaf. So everybody is nowa-
days; even the most illustrious personages, more or less.
Death and deafness common to all—mors omnibus. 1 have
it. Now, my dear young lady, let us have another look and
touch at these beautiful teeth. Your head will do very—
vastly well, my dear ma’am—miss——um, um, um !’ hoping
the name would be supplied. But that Miss Clarendon did
not tell.

So raising his voice to the aunt as he went on looking, or
seeming to look, at the niece’s tooth, he continued rapidly—
¢From Wales you are, ma'am? a beautiful country Wales,
ma’am. Very near being born there myself, like, ha, ha, ha!
that Prince of Wales—first Prince—Caernarvon Castle—you
know the historical anecdote. Never saw finer teeth, upon
my reputation. Are you ladies, may I ask, for I’ve friends in
both divisions—are you North or South Wales, eh, eh ?’

¢ South, sir. Llansillen.’

407







HELEN

No answer from Miss Clarendon, who held her mouth open
wide, as desired, resolved not to satisfy his curiosity, but to let
him blunder on.

¢Be that as it may, General Clarendon’s come to town—
fine teeth he has too—and a fine kettle of fish—not very
elegant, but expressive still—he and his ward have made of
that marriage announced. Fine young man, though, that
Beauclerc—finest young man, almost, I ever saw !’

But here Mr. St. Leger Swift, starting suddenly, withdraw-
ing his hand from Miss Clarendon’s mouth, exclaimed,—

¢ My finger, ma’am! but never mind, never mind, all in the
day’s work. Casualty—contingencies—no consequence. But
as I was saying, Mr. Granville Beauclerc——’ ’

Then poured out, on the encouragement of one look of
curiosity from Mrs. Pennant, all the on dits of Lady Katrine
Hawksby, and all her chorus, and all the best authorities;
and St. Leger Swift was ready to pledge himself to the truth -
of every word. He positively knew that the marriage was off|
and thought, as everybody did, that the young gentleman was
well off too ; for besides the young lady’s great fortune turning
out not a sous—and here he supplied the half-told tale by a
drawn-up ugly face and shrugging gesture.

¢ Shocking | shocking ! all came to an dlat—esclandre; a
scene quite, last night, I am told, at my friend Lady Castlefort’s.
Sad—sad—so young a lady! But to give you a general idea,
love-letters to come out in the Memoirs of that fashionable
Roué—friend of mine too—fine fellow as ever breathed—
only a little—you understand; Colonel D’Aubigny— Poor
D’Aubigny, heigho—only if the book comes out — Miss
Stanley: )

Mrs. Pennant looked at her niece in benevolent anxiety ;
Miss Clarendon was firmly silent; but St. Leger, catching
from the expression of both ladies’ countenances that they
were interested in the contrary direction to what he had
anticipated, turned to the right about, and observed,—

¢This may be all scandal, one of the innumerable daily
false reports that are always flying about town ; scandal all, I
have no doubt—Your head a little to the right, if you please
—And the publication will be stopped, of course, and the
young lady’s friends—you are interested for her, I see; so am
I—always am for the young and fair, that's my foible ; and
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With this determination, and in pursuance of the resolve to
be early, they were at General Clarendon’s full a quarter of an
hour before the arrival of any other company; but Lady
Cecilia entered so immediately after the General that Miss
Clarendon had no time to speak with her brother alone.
Determined, however, as she was, to get at the truth, without
wreface, or even smoothing her way to her object, she rushed
nto the middle of things at once. ¢Have you heard any
‘eports about Miss Stanley, brother ?’

¢Yes.!

¢And you, Lady Cecilia ?’

‘Yes’

¢ What have you heard ?’

Lady Cecilia was silent, looked at the General, and left it to
asim to speak as much or as little as he pleased. She trusted
.0 his laconic mode of answering, which, without departing
from truth, defied curiosity. Her trust in him upon the pre-
sent occasion was, however, a little disturbed by her know-
ledge of his being at this moment particularly displeased with
Helen. But, had she known the depths as well as she knew
the surface of his character, her confidence in his caution
would have been increased, instead of being diminished, by
this circumstance : Helen was lost in his esteem, but she was
still under his protection ; her secrets were not only sacred,
but, as far as truth and honour could admit, he would still
serve and save her. Impenetrable, therefore, was his look,
and brief was his statement to his sister. A rascally bookseller
had been about to publish a book, in which were some letters
which paragraphs in certain papers had led the public to believe
were Miss Stanley’s; the publication had been stopped, the
»ffensive chapter suppressed, and the whole impression de-
stroyed.’

¢ But, brother,’ pursued Miss Clarendon, ¢ were the letters
Miss Stanley’s, or not? You know I do not ask from idle
curiosity, but from regard for Miss Stanley’; and she turned
her inquiring eyes full upon Lady Cecilia.

¢1 believe, my dear Esther,’ said Lady Cecilia, ‘1 believe
we had better say no more; you had better inquire no
further.’

¢That must be a bad case which can bear no inquiry,’ said
Miss Clarendon ; ¢ which cannot admit any further question,
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¢ Set me right where only I am wrong then,’ cried she.

He turned to stone again, and her aunt, in a low voice, said,
¢ Not now.

¢Now or never,’ said the sturdy champion ; ¢it is for Miss
Stanley’s character. You are interested for her, are not you,
aunt ?’

¢Certainly, I am indeed; but we do not know all the
circumstances—we cannot ?

‘But we must. You do not know, brother, how public
these reports are. Mr. St. Leger Swift, the dentist, has been
chattering to us all morning about them. So, to go to the
bottom of the business at once, will you, Lady Cecilia, answer
me one straightforward question ?’

Straightforward question! what is coming ? thought Lady
Cecilia : her face flushed, and taking up a hand-screen, she
turned away, as if from the scorching fire; but it was not a
scorching fire, as everybody, or at least as Miss Clarendon,
could see. The face turned away from Miss Clarendon was
full in view of aunt Pennant, who was on her other side; and
she, seeing the distressed state of the countenance, pitied, and
gently laying her -hand upon Lady Cecilia’s arm, said, in her
soft low voice, ¢ This must be a very painful subject to you,
Lady Cecilia. I am sorry for you.’

¢Thank you,” said Lady Cecilia, pressing her hand with
quick gratitude for her sympathy. €¢It is indeed to me a
painful subject, for Helen has been my friend from childhood,
and I have so much reason for loving her!’

Many contending emotions struggled in Cecilia’s counte-
nance, and she could say no more: but what she had said,
what she had looked, had been quite enough to interest
tenderly in her favour that kind heart to which it was ad-
dressed; and Cecilia’s feeling was true at the instant; she
forgot all but Helen; the screen was laid down; tears
stood in her eyes—those beautiful eyes! <¢If I could but tell
you the whole—oh if I could ! without destroyin )

Miss Clarendon at this moment placed herself close opposite
to Cecilia, and, speaking so low that neither her brother nor
her aunt could hear her, said, ¢Without destroying yourself,
or your friend—which ?’

Lady Cecilia could not speak.

‘You need not—I am answered,” said Miss Clarendon ;
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and returning to her place, she remained silent for some
minutes.

The General rang, and inquired if Mr. Beauclerc had come
in.

¢No.’

The General made no observation, and then began some
indifferent conversation with Mrs. Pennant, in which Lady
Cecilia forced herself to join ; she dreaded even Miss Clares-
don’s silence—that grim repose,—and well she might.

¢ D’Aubigny’s Memoirs, I think, was the title of the book,
aunt, that the dentist talked of ? That is the book you bumt,
is not it, brother >—a chapter in that book ?*

‘Yes,’ said the General

And again Miss Clarendon was silent ; for though she wel
recollected what she had heard at Florence, and however
strong were her suspicions, she might well pause; for she
loved her brother before everything but truth and justice—
she loved her brother too much to disturb his confidence. ‘I
have no proof,’ thought she ; ‘I might destroy his happines
by another word, and I may be wrong.’

¢ But shall not we see Miss Stanley ?’ said Mrs. Pennant

Lady Cecilia was forced to explain that Helen was not very
well, would not appear till after dinner—nothing very much
the matter—a little faintish.

¢ Fainted,’ said the General

‘Yes, quite worn out—she was at Lady Castlefort’s last
night—such a crowd:!’ She went on to describe its City
horrors.

¢But where is Mr. Beauclerc all this time?’ said Miss
Clarendon : ‘has he fainted too? or is he faintish ?

¢ Not likely,’ said Lady Cecilia ; “faint heart never won fair
lady. He is not of the faintish sort.’

At this moment a thundering knock at the door announced
the rest of the company, and never was company more
welcome. But Beauclerc did not appear. Before dinner was
served, however, a note came from him to the General. Lady
Cecilia stretched out her hand for it, and read,

¢«My DEAR FRIENDS—I am obliged to dine out of town

I shall not return to-night, but you will see me at breakfast-

time to-morrow.—Yours ever, GRANVILLE BEAUCLERC
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Cockburn now entered with a beautiful bouquet of hot-house
flowers, which, he said, Mr. Beauclerc’s man had brought with
the note, and which were, he said, for Miss Stanley. Lady
Cecilia’s countenance grew radiant with joy, and she exclaimed,
¢ Give them to me,—I must have the pleasure of taking them
to her myself.’

And she flew off with them. Aunt Pennant smiled on her as
she passed, and, turning to her niece as Lady Cecilia left the
room, said, * What a bright creature! so warm, so affectionate!’

Miss Clarendon was indeed struck with the indisputably
natural sincere satisfaction and affection in Cecilia’s counte-
nance ; and, herself of such a different nature, could not com-
prehend the possibility of such contradiction in any character:
she could not imagine the existence of such variable, transitory
feelings—she could not believe any human being capable of
sacrificing her friend to save herself, while she still so loved
her victim, could still feel such generous sympathy for her.
She determined at least to suspend her judgment; she granted
Lady Cecilia a reprieve from her terrific questions and her as
terrific looks. Cecilia recovered her presence of mind, and
dinner went off delightfully, to her at least, with the sense of
escape in recovered self-possession, and ¢spirits light, to every
joy in tune.’

From the good breeding of the company there was no
danger that the topic she dreaded should be touched upon.
‘Whatever reports might have gone forth, whatever any one
present might have heard, nothing would assuredly be said of
her friend Miss Stanley, to her, or before her, unless she or
the General introduced the subject; and she was still more
secure of his discretion than of her own. The conversation
kept safe on London-dinner generalities and frivolities. Yet
often things that were undesignedly said touched upon the
faboo’'d matter ; and those who knew when, where, and how it
touched, looked at or from one another, and almost equally
dangerous was either way of looking. Such perfect neutrality
of expression is not given to all men in these emergencies as
to General Clarendon.

The dessert over, out of the dinner-room and in the
drawing-room, the ladies alone together, things were not so
pleasant to Lady Cecilia. Curiosity peeped out more and
more in great concern about Miss Stanley’s health; and when
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in her heart for the careful choice, for she was certain that
they were not accidentally put together. Some of them were
associated with little circumstances known only to themselves,
awakening recollections of bright, happy moments, and selected,
she was sure, with reference to a recent conversation they had
had on the language of flowers.

Whether Helen fancied half this, or whether it was all true,
it had the effect of soothing and pleasing her anxious, agitated
mind ; and she was the more ready to indulge in that pleasant
reverie from all that she had previously suffered herself, and
all that she feared Beauclerc had yet to endure. She knew
too well how much these reports would affect him—and hear
them he must. She considered what trials he had already
borne, and might still have to bear, for her sake, whatever
course she might now pursue. Though soon, very soon, the
whole would be told to him, yet still, though she might stand
clear in his eyes as to the main points, he must, and would,
blame her weakness in first consenting to this deception—he
who was above deceit. She had not absolutely #0/4, but she
had admitted a falsehood ; she had acted a falsehood. This
she could not extenuate. Her motive at first, to save Lady
Davenant’s life, was good ; but then her weakness afterwards,
in being persuaded time after time by Cecilia, could not well
be excused. She was conscious that she had sunk step by
step, dragged down that slippery path by Cecilia, instead of
firmly making a stand, as she ought to have done, and up-
holding by her own integrity her friend’s failing truth. With
returning anguish of self-reproach she went over and over
these thoughts ; she considered the many unforeseen circum-
stances that had occurred. So much public shame, so much
misery, had been brought upon herself and on all she loved by
this one false step! And how much more might still await
her, notwithstanding all that best of friends, the General, had
done! She recollected how much he had done for her !—
thinking of her too, as he must, with lowered esteem, and that
was the most painful thought of all ;—to Beauclerc she could
and would soon clear ker truth, but to the Gencral—never,
perhaps, completely !

Her head was leaning on her hand, as she was sitting deep
in these thoughts, when she was startled by an unusual knock
at her door. It was Cockburn with a packet, which General
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brought home keen to her heart! after all! at such a time—
after her most solemn promise, with so little temptation, so
utterly false—with every possible motive that a good mind
could have to be true—in this last trial—her friend’s whole
character at stake—ungenerous—base! ¢O Cecilia! how
different from what I thought you—or how changed! And I
have helped to bring her to this '—I—1I have been the cause.
I will not stay in this house—I will leave her. To save
her—to save myself—save my own truth and my own real
character—let the rest go as it will—the world think what it
may! Farther and farther, lower and lower, I have gone: I
will not go lower—1I will struggle up again at any risk, at any
sacrifice. This is a sacrifice Lady Davenant would approve
of : she said that if ever I should be convinced that General
Clarendon did not wish me to be his guest—if he should ever
cease to esteem me—1I should go, that instant—and I will go.’
But where? To whom could she fly, to whom turn? The
Collingwoods were gone ; all her uncle’s friends passed rapidly
through her recollection. Since she had been living with
General and Lady Cecilia Clarendon, several had written to
invite her ; but Helen knew a little more of the world now than
formerly, and she felt that there was not one, no, not one of
all these to whom she could now, at her utmost need, turn
and say, ‘I am in distress, receive me! my character is
attacked, defend me! my truth is doubted, believe in me!’
And, her heart beating with anxiety, she tried to think what
was to be done. There was an old Mrs. Medlicott, who had
been a housekeeper of her uncle’s, living at Seven Oaks—she
would go there—she should be safe—she should be inde-
pendent. She knew that she was then in town, and was to go
to Seven Oaks the next day ; she resolved to send Rose early
in the morning to Mrs. Medlicott’s lodging, which was near
Grosvenor Square, to desire her to call at General Clarendon’s
as she went out of town, at eight o’clock. She could then go
with her to Seven Oaks; and, by setting out before Cecilia
could be up, she should avoid seeing her again.

There are minds which totally sink, and others that wonder-
fully rise, under the urgency of strong motive and of perilous
circumstance. It is not always the mind apparently strongest
or most daring that stands the test. The firm of principle are
those most courageous in time of need. Helen had determined
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ungrateful. At this instant my heart swells with gratitude,
while I pray that you may be happy—happy as you deserve
to be. But you will read this with disdain, as mere idle
words : so be it. Farewell ! HELEN STANLEY.

Next, she was to write to Beauclerc himself. Her letter
was as follows :—

¢With my whole heart, dear Granville, I thank you for
the generous confidence you have shown towards me, and for
the invariable steadiness of your faith and love. For your
sake I rejoice. One good has at least resulted from the trials
you have gone through: you must now and hereafter feel
sure of your own strength of mind. With me it has been
different, for I have not a strong mind. 1 have been all
weakness, and must now be miserable ; but wicked I will not
be—and wicked I should be if I took advantage of your
confiding love. I must disappoint your affection, but your con-
fidence I will not betray. When I put your love to that test
which it has so nobly stood, I had hoped that a time would
come when all doubts would be cleared up, and when I could
reward your constancy by the devotion of my whole happy
life—but that hope is past: I cannot prove my innocence—
I will no longer allow you to take it upon my assertion. I
cannot indeed, with truth, even assert that I have done no
wrong ; for though I am not false, I have gone on step by step
in deception, and might go on, I know not how far, nor to
what dreadful consequences, if I did not now stop—and I do
stop. On my own head be the penalty of my fault—upon my
own happiness—my own character : I will not involve yours—
therefore we part. You have not yet heard all that has been
said of me; but you soon will, and you will feel, as I do,
that I am not fit to be your wife. Your wife should not be
suspected ; I have been—I am. All the happiness I can
ever have in this world must be henceforth in the thought of
having saved from misery, if not secured the happiness of,
those I love, Leave me this hope—O Granville, do not tell
me, do not make me believe, that you will never be happy
without me! You will—indeed you will. I only pray Heaven
that you may find love as true as mine, and strength to abide
by the truth! Do not write to me—do not try to persuade
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¢It is not Cecilia; let me see you. I come from General
Clarendon.’

Helen opened the door, and saw—Miss Clarendon. Her
voice had sounded so much lower and gentler than usual, that
Helen had not guessed it to be hers. She was cloaked, as if
prepared to go away ; and in the outer room was another lady
seated with her back towards them, and with her cloak on also.

¢My aunt Pennant—who will wait for me. As she is a
stranger, she would not intrude upon you, Miss Stanley; but
will you allow me one minute ?’

Helen, surprised, begged Miss Clarendon to come in, moved
a chair towards her, and stood breathless with anxiety. Miss
Clarendon sat down, and resuming her abruptness of tone, said,
¢ I feel that I have no right to expect that you should have
confidence in me, and yet I do. I believe in your sincerity,
even from the little I know of you, and I have a notion you
believe in mine. Do you?’

¢I do’

¢ I wish it had pleased Heaven,’ continued Miss Clarendon,
¢that my brother had married a woman who could speak
truth! But you need not be afraid ; I will not touch on your
secrets. On any matter you have in keeping, my honour as
well as yours will command my silence—as will also my
brother'’s happiness, which I have somewhat at heart ; not that
I think it can be preserved by the means you take. But this
is not what I came to say. You mean to go away from this
house to-morrow morning ?’

¢Yes,’ said Helen.

‘You are right. I would not stay where I did not esteem
or where I had reason to believe that I was not esteemed.
You are quite right to go, and to go directly ; but not to your
old housekeeper.’

¢ Why not ?’ said Helen.

¢ Because, though I daresay she is vastly respectable,—an
excellent person in her way, I am convinced,—yet my brother
says she might not be thought just the sort of person to whom
you should go now-—not just the thing for you at present;
though, at another time, it would be very well and condescend-
ing; but now, when you are attacked, you must look to
appearances—in short, my brother will not allow you to go to
this old lady’s boarding-house, or cottage, or whatever it may
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be, at Seven Oaks; he must be able to say for you where you
are gone. You must be with me; you must be at Llansillen.
Llansillen is a place that can be named. You must be with
me—with General Clarendon’s sister. You must—you will, I
am sure, my dear Miss Stanley. I never was so happy in

_having a house of my own as at this moment. You will not
refuse to return with my aunt and me to Llansillen, and make
our home yours? We will try and make it a happy home to
you. Try; you see the sense of it : the world can say nothing
when you are known to be with Miss Clarendon; and you
will, I hope, feel the comfort of it, out of the stir and din of
this London world. I know you like the country, and Llansillen
is a beautiful place—romantic too; a fine castle, an excellent
library, beautiful conservatory ; famous for our conservatories
we are in South Wales ; and no neighbours—singular blessing !
And my aunt Pennant, you will love her so! Will you try?
Come ! say that you will.’

But Helen could not; she could only press the hand that
Miss Clarendon held out to her. There is nothing more
touching, more overcoming, than kindness at the moment the
heart is sunk in despair. ¢But did General Clarendon really
wish you to ask me?’ said Helen, when she could speak.
¢Did he think so much and so carefully for me to the last?
And with such a bad opinion as he must have of me !’

¢ But there you know he is wrong.’

¢ It is like himself,’ continued Helen ; ¢consistent in protect-
ing me to the last. O, to lose such a friend I’

¢ Not lost, only mislaid,’ said Miss Clarendon. ¢You will
find him again some fair day or other ; truth always comes to
light. Meanwhile, all is settled. I must run and tell my
aunt, and bless the fates and Lady Emily Greville, that Lady
Cecilia did not come up in the middle of it. Luckily, she
thinks I am gone, and knows nothing of my being with you ;
for my brother explained all this to me in his study, after we
had left the saloon, and he desires me to say that his carriage
shall be ready for you at your hour, at eight o’clock. We shall
expect you ; and now, farewell till to-morrow.’

She was gone, and her motto might well be, though in a
different acceptation from that of our greatest modern politician
—-¢ Tout faire sans paraitre.

But before Helen could go to rest, she must write to Lady
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¢ DEAREST HELEN—The General will not allow me to take
leave of you this morning, but I shall certainly go to you in
the course of to-day. I cannot understand or make you under-
stand anything till I see you. 1 wé// see you to-day. Your
affectionate CECILIA.

¢ I understand it too well |’ thought Helen.

The carriage was announced, Helen was ready; she hurried
into it, and she was gone! And thus she parted from the
friend of her childhood—the friend she had but a few months
before met with such joy, such true affection; and her own
affection was true to the last.

As Helen drove from the door, she saw the General—yes,
it certainly was the General riding off—at this unusual hour!
Was it to avoid her? But she was in too great anguish to
dwell upon that or any other circumstance ; her only thought
now was to subdue her emotion before she was seen by Miss
Clarendon and Mrs. Pennant. And by the time she arrived,
she thought she had quite recovered herself, and was not aware
that any traces of tears remained; but to Mrs. Pennant’s
sympathising eyes they were visible, and after the first intro-
ductions and salutations were over, that kind lady, as she
seated her at the breakfast-table, gently pressing her hand,
said, ‘Poor thing! no wonder—parting with old friends for
new is a sad trial : but you know we shall become old friends
in time: we will make what haste we can, my dear Miss
Stanley, and Esther will help me to make you forget that you
have not known us all your life.’

¢ There is very little to be known ; no mysteries, that is one
comfort,’ said Miss Clarendon ; ¢so now to breakfast. You are
very punctual, Miss Stanley ; and that is a virtue which aunt
Pennant likes, and can estimate to a fraction of a minute with
that excellent watch of hers.’

There was some history belonging to that family-watch,
which then came out; and then the conversation turned upon
little family anecdotes and subjects which were naturally in-
teresting to the aunt and niece, and not exciting to Helen,
whose mind, they saw, needed quiet, and freedom from all
observation.

From the first awkwardness of her situation, from the sense
of intrusion, and the suddenness of change, she was thus as
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only for his sister, but she was not at home, gone to the
dentist’s. The General then desired to see Mrs. Pennant, and
when she supposed that she had not heard rightly, and that
Miss Stanley must be the person he wished to see, he had
answered, ¢ By no means ; I particularly wish not to see Miss
Stanley. I beg to see Mrs. Pennant alone.’

It fell to the lot of this gentle-hearted lady to communicate
to Helen the dreadful intelligence he brought: a duel had
taken place! When Helen had seen the General riding off,
he was on his way to Chalk Farm. Just as the carriage was
coming round for Miss Stanley, Mr. Beauclerc’s groom had re-
quested in great haste to see the General ; he said he was sure
something was going wrong about his master; he had heard
the words Chalk Farm. The General was off instantly, but
before he reached the spot the duel had been fought. A duel
between Beauclerc and Mr. Churchill. Beauclerc was safe, but
Mr. Churchill was dangerously wounded ; the medical people
present could not answer for his life. At the time the General
saw him he was speechless, but when Beauclerc and his
second, Lord Beltravers, had come up to him, he had extended
his hand in token of forgiveness to one or the other, but to
which he had addressed the only words he had uttered could
not be ascertained ; the words were, ¢ Yox are not to blame !
—escape !—fly !’ Both had fled to the Continent. General
Clarendon said that he had no time for explanations, he had
not been able to get any intelligible account of the cause of
the affairr Lord Beltravers had named Miss Stanley, but
Beauclerc had stopped him, and had expressed the greatest
anxiety that Miss Stanley’s name should not be implicated,
should not be mentioned. He took the whole blame upon
himself—said he would write—there was no time for more.

Mrs. Pennant listened with the dread of losing a single
word : but, however brief his expressions, the General’'s manner
of speaking, notwithstanding the intensity of his emotion, was
so distinct that every word was audible, except the name of
Lord Beltravers, which was not familiar to her. She asked
again the name of Mr. Beauclerc’s second. ¢Lord Beltravers,’
the General repeated with a forcible accent, and, loosening his
neckcloth with his finger, he added, ‘Rascal! as I always
told Beauclerc that he was, and so he will find him—too
late.’
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For some time Helen had not power or thought for any
other idea. The promise that they should hear as soon as
they could learn anything more of Mr. Churchill’s state was
all she could rely upon or recur to.

When her maid Rose arrived from General Clarendon’s,
she said that when Lady Cecilia heard of the duel she had
been taken very ill, but had since recovered sufficiently to
drive out with the General. Miss Clarendon assured Helen
there was no danger. ¢Itis too deep a misfortune for Lady
Cecilia. Her feelings have not depth enough for it, you will
see. You need not be afraid for her, Helen.

The circumstances which led to the duel were not clearly
known till long afterwards, but may be now related. The
moment Beauclerc had parted from Helen when he turned
away at the carriage-door after the party at Lady Castlefort’s
he went in search of one, who, as he hoped, could explain the
strange whispers he had heard. The person of whom he went
in search was his friend, his friend as he deemed him, Lord
Beltravers. Churchill had suggested that if anybody knew
the bottom of the matter, except that origin of all evil, Lady
Katrine herself,—it must be Lord Beltravers, with whom
Lady Castlefort was, it was said, fortement lprise, and as
Horace observed, ‘the secrets of scandal are common
property between lovers, much modern love being cemented
by hate.’ :

Without taking in the full force of this observation in its
particular application to the hatred which Lord Beltravers
might feel to Miss Stanley, as the successful rival of his sister
Blanche, Beauclerc hastened to act upon his suggestion. His
lordship was not at home ; his people thought he had been at
Lady Castlefort’s; did not know where he might be if not
‘here. At some gambling-house Beauclerc at last found him,
and Lord Beltravers was sufficiently vexed in the first place at
being there found, for he had pretended to his friend Granville
that he no longer played. His embarrassment was increased
by the questions which Beauclerc so suddenly put to him ; but
he had nonckhalante impudence enough to brave it through,
and he depended with good reason on Beauclerc’s preposses-
sion in his favour. He protested he knew nothing about it ;
and he returned Churchill’s charge by throwing the whole
blame upon him ; said he knew he was in league with Lady
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Katrine ;—mentioned that one morning, some time ago, he
had dropped in unexpectedly early at Lady Castlefort’s, and
had been surprised to find the two sisters, contrary to their
wont, together—their heads and Horace Churchill’s over some
manuscript, which was shuffled away as he entered. This
was true, all but the shuffling away; and here it is necessary
to form a clear notion, clearer than Lord Beltravers will give,
of the different shares of wrong ; of wrong knowingly and un-
knowingly perpetrated by the several scandal-mongers con-
cerned in this affair.

Lord Beltravers could be in no doubt as to his own share,
for he it was who had furnished the editor of Colonel
D’Aubigny’s Memoirs with the famous letters. When Carlos,
Lady Davenant’s runaway page, escaped from Clarendon Park,
having changed his name, he got into the service of Sir Thomas
D’Aubigny, who was just at this time arranging his brother’s
papers. Now it had happened that Carlos had been concealed
behind the screen in Lady Davenant’s room the day of her
first conversation with Helen about Colonel D’Aubigny, and
he had understood enough of it to perceive that there was
some mystery about the Colonel with either Helen or Lady
Cecilia; and chancing one day, soon after he entered Sir
Thomas’s service, to find his escritoire open, he amused him-
self with looking over his papers, among which he discovered
the packet of Lady Cecilia’s letters. Carlos was not perfectly
sure of the handwriting; he thought it was Lady Cecilia’s ;
but when he found the miniature of Miss Stanley along with
them, he concluded that the letters must be hers. And having
special reasons for feeling vengeance against Helen, and cer-
tain at all events of doing mischief, he sent them to General
Clarendon : not, however, forgetting his old trade, he copied
them first. This was just at the time when Lord Beltravers
returned from abroad after his sister's divorce. He by some
accident found out who Carlos was, and whence he came, and,
full of his own views for his sister, he cross-examined him as
to everything he knew about Miss Stanley; and partly by
bribes, partly by threats of betraying him to Lady Davenant,
he contrived to get from him the copied letters. Carlos soon
after returned with his master to Portugal, and was never
more heard of. Lord Beltravers took these purloined copies
of the letters, thus surreptitiously obtained, to the editor into
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There was a dread interval And it was during the re-
mainder of this day and night that Beauclerc felt most strongly,
compared with all other earthly ties, his attachment, his
passionate love, for Helen. At every pause, at every close of
other thoughts forced upon him, his mind recurred to Helen—
what Helen would feel—what Helen would think—what she
would suffer—and in the most and in the least important
things his care was for her. He recalled the last look that he
had seen at the carriage-door when they parted, recollected
that it expressed anxiety, was conscious that he had turned
away abruptly—that in the preoccupied state of his mind he
had not spoken one word of kindness—and that this might be
the last impression of him left on her mind. He knew that
her anxiety would increase, when all that day must pass with-
out his return, and it was then he thought of sending her
those flowers which would, he knew, reassure her better than
any words he could venture to write,

Meanwhile his false friend coldly calculated what were the
chances in his sister’s favour; and when Churchill fell, and
even in the hurry of their immediate departure, Lord Beltravers
wrote to Madame de St. Cymon, over whom the present
state of her affairs gave him command, to order her to set out
immediately, and to take Blanche with her to Paris, without
asking the consent of that fool and prude, her aunt Lady
Grace.

It was well for poor Helen, even in the dreadful uncertainty
in which she left London, that she did not know a// these cir-
cumstances. It may be doubted, indeed, whether we should
be altogether happier in this life if that worst of evils, as it is
often called, suspense, were absolutely annihilated, and if
human creatures could clearly see their fate, or even know what
is most likely to happen.

CHAPTER XLIII

ACCORDING to the General’s advice, Mrs. Pennant did not delay
her journey, and Helen left London the next day with her and
Miss Clarendon. The last bulletin of Mr. Churchill had been

437






HELEN

knowledge that she was not well ; and when the carriage at
last stopped at the door, there was such a throbbing in her
temples, and she was altogether so ill, that it was with the
greatest difficulty she could, leaning on Miss Clarendon’s arm,
mount the high steps to the hall-door. She could scarcely
stand when she reached the top, but, making an effort, she
went on, crossed the slippery floor of that great hall, and came
to the foot of the black oak staircase, of which the steps were
so very low that she thought she could easily go up, but found
it impossible, and she was carried directly up to Miss Claren-
don’s own room, no other having been yet prepared. The
rosy Welsh maids looked with pity on the pale stranger. They
hurried to and fro, talking Welsh to one another very fast;
and Helen felt as if she were in a foreign land, and in a dream.
The end of the matter was, that she had a low fever which
lasted long. It was more dispiriting than dangerous—more
tedious than alarming. Her illness continued for many weeks,
during which time she was attended most carefully by her
two new friends—by Miss Clarendon with the utmost zeal
and activity—by Mrs. Pennant with the greatest solicitude and
tendemess.

Her history for these weeks—indeed for some months
afterwards—can be only the diary of an invalid and of a con-
valescent. Miss Clarendon meanwhile received from her
brother, punctually, once a week, bulletins of Churchill’s
health ; the surgical details, the fears of the formation of in-
ternal abscess, reports of continual exfoliations of bone, were
judiciously suppressed, and the laconic General reported only
¢Much the same—not progressing—cannot be pronounced
out of danger.” These bulletins were duly repeated to Helen,
whenever she was able to hear them ; and at last she was con-
sidered well enough to read various letters, which had arrived
for her during her illness ; several were from Lady Cecilia,
but little in them. The first was full only of expressions of
regret, and self-reproach; in the last, she said, ske Aoged
soon to have a right to claim Helen back again. This under-
lined passage Helen knew alluded to the promise she had once
made, that at the birth of her child all should be told ; but
words of promise from Cecilia had lost all value—all power
to excite even hope, as she said to herself as she read the words,
and sighed.
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The next day, when she thought Helen sufficiently recovered
from the agitation of reading Beauclerc’s letter, aunt Pennant
produced one letter more, which she had kept for the last, be-
cause she hoped it would give pleasure to her patient. Helen
sat up in her bed eagerly, and stretched out her hand. The
letter was directed by General Clarendon, but that was only
the outer cover, they knew, for he had mentioned in his last
despatch to his sister that the letter enclosed for Miss Stanley
was from Lady Davenant. Helen tore off the cover, but the
instant she saw the inner direction, she sank back, turned, and
hid her face on the pillow.

It was directed—¢To Mrs. Granville Beauclerc.’

Lady Davenant had unfortunately taken it for granted that
nothing could have prevented the marriage.

Aunt Pennant blamed herself for not having foreseen and
prevented this accident, which she saw distressed poor Helen
so much. But Miss Clarendon wondered that she was so
shocked, and supposed she would get over it in a few minutes,
or else she must be very weak. There was nothing that tended
to raise her spirits much in the letter itself, to make amends
for the shock the direction had given. It contained but a few
lines in Lady Davenant’s own handwriting, and a postscript
from Lord Davenant. She wrote only to announce their safe
arrival at Petersburg, as she was obliged to send off her
letter before she had received any despatches from England;
and she concluded with, ‘I am sure the first will bring me
the joyful news of Beauclerc’s happiness and yours, my dear
child.”

Lord Davenant’s postscript added that in truth Lady
Davenant much needed such a cordial, for that her health had
suffered even more than he had feared it would. He repented
that he had allowed her to accompany him to such a rigorous
climate.

All that could be said to allay the apprehensions this post-
script might excite, was of course said in the best way by
aunt Pennant. But it was plain that Helen did not recover
during the whole of this day from the shock she had felt ¢from
that foolish direction,’ as Miss Clarendon said. She could
not be prevailed upon to rise this day, though Miss Clarendon,
after feeling her pulse, had declared that she was very well
able to get up. ¢It was very bad for her to remain in bed.’
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¢ the fostering dew of praise’; and let her dress as slowly and
move as languidly as she liked, though Miss Clarendon had
admonished her ¢not to dawdle.

As soon as she was dressed, Helen went to the window and
threw up the sash for the first time to enjoy the fresh air, and
to see the prospect, which she was told was beautiful ; and she
saw that it was beautiful, and, though it was still winter, she
felt that the air was balmy; and the sun shone bright, and
the grass began to be green, for spring approached. But how
different to her from the spring-time of former years! Nature
the same, but all within herself how changed! And all which
used to please, and to seem to her most cheerful, now came
over her spirits with a sense of sadness ;—she felt as if all the
life of life was gone. Tears filled her eyes, large tears rolled
slowly down as she stood fixed, seeming to gaze from that win-
dow at she knew not what. Aunt Pennant unperceived stood
beside her, and let the tears flow unnoticed. ¢ They will do
her good ; they are a great relief sometimes.’

Miss Clarendon returned, and the tears were dried, but the
glaze remained, and Miss Clarendon saw it, and gave a re-
proachful look at her aunt, as much as to say, * Why did you
let her cry?’ And her aunt’s look in reply was, ‘I could
not help it, my dear.’

¢ Eat your arrow-root, was all that transpired to Helen.
And she tried to eat, but could not; and Miss Clarendon was
not well pleased, for the arrow-root was good, and she had
made it ; she felt Miss Stanley’s pulse, and said that ‘it was
as good a pulse as could be, only low and a little fluttered.’

¢Do not flutter it any more, then, Esther, my dear,’ said
Mrs. Pennant.

¢What am I doing or saying, ma’am, that should flutter
anybody that has common sense ?’

¢ Some people don’t like to have their pulse felt,’ said aunt
Pennant. ¢

¢Those people have not common sense,’ replied the niece.

¢I believe I have not common sense,’ said Helen.

¢Sense you have enough—resolution is what you want,
Helen, I tell you.’

¢I know,’ said Helen, ¢too true——’

¢True, but not too true—nothing can be too true.’

¢ True,’ said Helen, with languid submission.
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mentioned Beauclerc, but confined himself to the few lines or
words necessary to give his promised regular accounts of Mr.
Churchill’s state, the sum of which continued to be for a
length of time: ¢Much the same’ ¢Not in immediate
danger.” ‘Cannot be pronounced out of danger.’

Not very consolatory, Helen felt. ¢ But while there is life,
there is hope,’ as aunt Pennant observed.

‘Yes, and fear,’ said Helen; and her hopes and fears on
this subject alternated with fatiguing reiteration, and with a
total incapacity of forming any judgment.

Beauclerc’s letter of explanation arrived, and other letters
came from him from time to time, which, as they were only
repetitions of hopes and fears as to Churchill’s recovery, and
of uncertainty as to what might be his own future fate, only
increased Helen’s misery; and as even their expressions of
devoted attachment could not alter her own determination,
while she felt how cruel her continued silence must appear,
they only agitated without relieving her mind. Mrs. Pennant
sympathised with and soothed her, and knew how to soothe,
and how to raise, and to sustain a mind in sorrow, suffering
- under disappointed affection, and sunk almost to despondency;
for aunt Pennant, besides her softness of manner, and her
quick intelligent sympathy, had power of consolation of a
higher sort, beyond any which this world can give. She was
very religious, of a cheerfully religious turn of mind—of that
truly Christian spirit which hopeth all things. When she was
a child somebody asked her if she was bred up in the fear of
the Lord. She said no, but in the love of God. And so she
was, in that love which casteth out fear. And now the mild-
ness of her piety, and the whole tone and manner of her
speaking and thinking, reminded Helen of that good dear
uncle by whom she had been educated. She listened with
affectionate reverence, and she truly and simply said, ¢ You do
me good—I think you have done me a great deal of good—
and you shall see it.” And she did see it afterwards, and Miss
Clarendon thought it was her doing, and so her aunt let it
pass, and was only glad the good was done.

The first day Helen went down to the drawing-room, she
found there a man who looked, as she thought at first glance,
like a tradesman—some person, she supposed, come on
business, standing waiting for Miss Clarendon, or Mrs.

445












HELEN

¢ You will see, ma’am, the child will be born in good time,
and alive. You who have always been so much afraid for
Lady Cecilia, will find she has not feeling enough to do her
any harm.’

In due time came a note from the General. ‘A boy! child
and mother doing well. Give me joy.’

The joy to Miss Clarendon was much increased by the
triumph in her own perfectly right opinion. Mrs. Pennant’s
was pure affectionate joy for the father, and for Lady Cecilia,
for whom, all sinner as she was in her niece’s eyes, this good
soul had compassion. Helen’s anxiety to hear again and
again every post was very natural the aunt thought; quite
superfluous the niece deemed it: Lady Cecilia would do very
well, no doubt, she prophesied again, and laughed at the
tremor, the eagerness, with which Helen every day asked if
there was any letter from Cecilia. At last one came, the first
in her own handwriting, and it was to Helen herself, and
it extinguished all hope. Helen could only articulate, ‘O
Cecilia !’

Her emotion, her disappointment, were visible, but un-
accountable : she could give no reason for it to Miss Clarendon,
whose wondering eye was upon her ; nor even to sympathising
aunt Pennant could she breathe a word without betraying
Cecilia ; she was silent, and there was all that day, and many
succeeding days, a hopelessness of languor in her whole
appearance, There was, as Miss Clarendon termed it, a
¢ backsliding in her recovery,” which grieved aunt Pennant,
and Helen had to bear imputation of caprice and of indolence
from Miss Clarendon; but even that eye immediately upon
her, that eye more severe than ever, had not power to rouse
her. Her soul was sunk within, nothing further to hope;
there was a dead calm, and the stillness and loneliness of
Llansillen made that calm almost awful. The life of great
excitation which she had led previous to her illness rendered
her more sensible of the change, of the total want of stimulus.
The walks to Price’s cottage had been repeated, but, though
it was a very bright spot, the eye could not always be fixed
upon it.

Bodily exertion being more easy to her now than mental,
she took long walks, and came in boasting how far she had
been, and looking quite exhausted. And Miss Clarendon
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¢If I had anybody to work for. I have so few friends
now in the world who would care for anything I could do!
But I will try—you shall see, my dear Esther, by and by.’

¢By and by ! no, no—now. I cannot bear to see you any
longer, in this half-alive, half-dead state.’

¢I know,” said Helen, ‘that all you say is for my good.
I am sure your only object is my happiness.’

¢ Your happiness is not in my power or in yours, but it is
in your power to deserve to be happy, by doing what is right
—Dby exerting yourself :—that is my object, for I see you are
in danger of being lost in indolence. Now you have the
truth and the whole truth.’

Many a truth would have come mended from Miss
Clarendon’s tongue if it had been uttered in a softer tone,
and if she had paid a little more attention to times and
seasons : but she held it the sacred duty of sincerity to tell a
friend her faults as soon as seen, and without circumlocution.

The next day Helen set about a drawing. She made it an
object to herself to try to copy a view of the dear Deanery
in the same style as several beautiful drawings of Miss
Clarendon’s.

While she looked over her portfolio, several of her old
sketches recalled remembrances which made her sigh
frequently ; Miss Clarendon heard her, and said—*I wish you
would cure yourself of that habit of sighing; it is very bad
for you.’

¢I know it,’ said Helen.

¢ Despondency is not penitence,’ continued Esther : ¢reverie
is not reparation.’

She felt as desirous as ever to make Helen happy at
Llansillen, but she was provoked to find it impossible to do so.
Of a strong body herself, capable of great resistance, powerful
reaction under disappointment or grief, she could ill make
allowance for feebler health and spirits — perhaps feebler
character. For great misfortunes she had great sympathy, but
she could not enter into the details of lesser sorrows, especially
any of the sentimental kind, which she was apt to class
altogether under the head—*¢ Sorrows of my Lord Plumcake !’
an expression which had sovereignly taken her fancy, and
which her aunt did not relish, or quite understand.

Mrs. Pennant was, indeed, as complete a contrast to her

451






HELEN

her aunt’s feet, with one arm thrown over her great dog’s neck ;
he had laid his head on her lap, and resting on him, she
looked up with a steadiness, a fixity of repose, which brought
to Helen’s mind Raphael’s beautiful figure of Fortitude leaning
on her lion; she thought she had never before seen Miss
Clarendon look so handsome, so graceful, so interesting ; she
took care not to say so, however.

¢Helen!’ continued Miss Clarendon, ‘do you remember
the time when I was at Clarendon Park and quitted it so
abruptly? My reasons were good, whatever my manner was ;
the opinion of the world I am not apt to fear for myself, or
even for my brother, but to the whispers of conscience I do
listen. Helen! I was conscious that certain feelings in my
mind were too strong,—in me, you would scarcely believe it—
too tender. I had no reason to think that Granville Beauclerc
liked me ; it was therefore utterly unfit that I should think of
him : I felt this, I left Clarendon Park, and from that moment
I have refused myself the pleasure of his society, I have
altogether ceased to think of him. This is the only way to
conquer a hopeless attachment. But you, Helen, though you
have commanded him never to attempt to see you again, have
not been able to command your own mind. Since Mr.
Churchill is so much better, you expect that he will soon be
pronounced out of danger—you expect that Mr. Beauclerc
will come over—come here, and be at your feet !’

¢I expect nothing,’ said Helen in a faltering voice, and
then added resolutely, ‘I cannot foresee what Mr. Beauclerc
may do ; but of this be assured, Miss Clarendon, that until I
stand as I once stood, and as I deserve to stand, in the opinion
of your brother; unless, above all, I can bring proofs to
Granville’s confiding heart that I have ever been unimpeach-
able of conduct and of mind, and in all but one circumstance
true—true as yourself, Esther—never, never, though your
brother and all the world consented, never till I myself felt that
1 was groved to be as worthy to be his wife as I think I am, would
I consent to marry him—no, not though my heart were to break.’

¢I believe it said Mrs. Pennant; ‘and I wish—oh, how
I wish. !

¢That Lady Cecilia were hanged, as she deserves,’ said
Miss Clarendon : ‘so do 1, I am sure ; but that is nothing to
the present purpose.’
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Quite taken up in the first tumult of her feelings at this
intelligence, Helen scarcely observed that she had no letter
from Cecilia. But even aunt Pennant was obliged to confess,
in reply to her niece’s observation, that this was ¢certainly
very odd ; but we shall soon hear some explanation, I hope.’

Miss Clarendon shook her head; she said that she had
always thought how matters would end ; she judged from her
brother’s letters that he began to find out that he was not the
happiest of men. Yet nothing to that effect was ever said by him;
one phrase only excepted, in his letter to her on her last birth-
day, which began with, ¢ In our happy days, my dear Esther.’

Miss Clarendon said nothing to Helen upon this subject ;
she refrained altogether from mentioning Lady Cecilia.

Two, three post-days passed without bringing any letter to
Helen. The fourth, very early in the morning, long before
the usual time for the arrival of the post, Rose came into her
room with a letter in her hand, saying, ‘From General
Clarendon, ma’am. His own man, Mr. Cockburn, has just
this minute arrived, ma’am—from London.’

With a trembling hand Helen tore the letter open: not
one word from General Clarendon! It was only a cover, con-
taining two notes ; one from Lord Davenant to the General,
the other from Lady Davenant to Helen.

Lord Davenant said that Lady Davenant’s health had
declined so alarmingly after their arrival at Petersburg that
he had insisted upon her return to England, and that, as soon
as the object of his mission was completed, he should
immediately follow her. A vessel, he said, containing letters
from England, had been lost, so that they were in total
ignorance of what had occurred at home; and indeed it
appeared from the direction of Lady Davenant’s note to Helen,
written on her landing in England, that she had left Russia
without knowing that the marriage had been broken off, or
that Helen had quitted General Clarendon’s. She wrote—
¢ Let me see you and Granville once more before I die. Bein
London, at my own house, to meet me. I shall be there as
soon as I can be moved.’

The initials only of her name were signed. Elliott added a
postscript, saying that her lady had suffered much from an
unusually long passage, and that she was not sure what day
they could be in town.
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There was nothing from Lady Cecilia. Cockburn said that
her ladyship had not been at home when he set out; that his
master had ordered him to travel all night, to get to Llansillen
as fast as possible, and to make no delay in delivering the
letter to Miss Stanley.

To set out instantly, to be in town at her house to meet
Lady Davenant, was, of course, Helen’s immediate determina-
tion. General Clarendon had sent his travelling carriage for
her ; and under the circumstances, her friends could have no
wish but to speed her departure. Miss Clarendon expressed
surprise at there being no letter from Lady Cecilia, and would
see and question Cockburn herself ; but nothing more was to
be learned than what he had already told, that the packet from
Lady Davenant had come by express to his master after Lady
Cecilia had driven out, as it had been her custom of late,
almost every day, to Kensington, to see her child. Nothing
could be more natural, Mrs. Pennant thought, and she only
wondered at Esther’s unconvinced look of suspicion. ¢ Nothing,
surely, can be more natural, my dear Esther’ To which
Esther replied, ¢ Very likely, ma’am.’

Helen was too much hurried and too much engrossed by
the one idea of Lady Davenant to think of what they said.
At parting she had scarcely time even to thank her two friends
for all their kindness, but they understood her feelings, and, as
Miss Clarendon said, words on that point were unnecessary.
Aunt Pennant embraced her again and again, and then let her
go, saying, ‘I must not detain you, my dear.’

¢But I must said Miss Clarendon, ‘for one moment.
There is one point on which my parting words are necessary.
Helen! keep clear of Lady Cecilia’s affairs, whatever they
may be. Hear none of her secrets.’

Helen wished she had never heard any; did not believe
there were any more to hear; but she promised herself and
Miss Clarendon that she would observe this excellent counsel.

And now she was in the carriage, and on her road to town.
And now she had leisure to breathe, and to think, and to feel.
Her thoughts and feelings, however, could be only repetitions
of fears and hopes about Lady Davenant, and uncertainty and
dread of what would happen when she should require explan-
ation of all that had occurred in her absence. And how would
Lady Cecilia be able to meet her mother’s penetration ?—ill
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—her fears—and then, without going on to the natural idea of
seeing her mother, and of how soon they should see her, began
to talk of Beauclerc—of Mr. Churchill’s being quite out of
danger—of the General’s expectation of Beauclerc’s immediate -
return. ‘And then, my dearest Helen,’ said she, ‘all will
be

¢Oh! I do not know how it will be!’ cried she, her tone
changing suddenly ; and, from the breathless hurry in which
she had been running on, sinking at once to a low broken tone,
and speaking very slowly. ¢I cannot tell what will become of
any of us. We can never be happy again—any one of us.
And it is all my doing—and I cannot die. O Helen, when
I tell you !

She stopped, and Miss Clarendon’s warning counsel, all
her own past experience, were full in Helen’s mind ; and after
a moment’s silence, she stopped Cecilia just as she seemed to
have gathered power to speak, and begged that she would not
tell her anything that was to be kept secret. She could not,
would not, hear any secrets ; she turned her head aside, and
let down the glass, and looked out, as if determined not to be
compelled to receive this confidence.

‘Have you, then, lost all interest, all affection, for me,
Helen? 1 deserve it! But you need not fear me now,
Helen : I have done with deception, would to Heaven I had
never begun with it !’

It was the tone and look of truth—she steadily fixed her
eyes upon Helen—and instead of the bright beams that used
to play in those eyes, there was now a dark deep-seated sorrow,
almost despair. Helen was touched to the heart: it was
indeed impossible for her—it would have been impossible for
any one who had any feeling—to have looked upon Lady Cecilia
Clarendon at that moment, and to have recollected what she
had so lately been, without pity. The friend of her childhood
looked upon her with all the poignant anguish of compassion—

¢O my dear Cecilia! how changed !’

Helen was not sensible that she uttered the words ‘how
changed !’

¢Changed! yes, I believe I am,’ said Lady Cecilia, in a
calm voice, ¢‘very much changed in appearance, but much
more in reality ; my mind is more altered than my person.
O Helen! if you could see into my mind at this moment,
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he called “my amiable zeal.” His love for me increased, but
it gave me no pleasure: for, Helen, now I am going to tell
you an extraordinary turn which my mind took, for which I
cannot account—I can hardly believe it—it seems out of
human nature—my love for him decreased !—not only because
I felt that he would hate me if he discovered my deceit, but
because he was lowered in my estimation! I had always had,
as everybody has, even my mother, the highest opinion of his
judgment. To that judgment I had always looked up; it had
raised me in my own opinion ; it was a motive to me to be
equal to what he thought me: but now that motive was
gone, I no longer looked up to him; his credulous affection
had blinded his judgment—he was my dupe! I could not
reverence—I could not love one who was my dupe. But I
cannot tell you how shocked I was at myself when I felt my
love for him decrease every time I saw him.

¢I thought myself a monster; I had grown used to every-
thing but that—that I could not endure ; it was a darkness of
the mind—a coldness ; it was as if the sun had gone out of
the universe ; it was more—it was worse—it was as if I was
alone in the world. Home was a desert to me. I went out
every evening ; sometimes, but rarely, Clarendon accompanied
me : he had become more retired; his spirits had declined
with mine; and though he was glad I should go out and
amuse myself, yet he was always exact as to the hours of my
return. I was often late—later than I ought to have been,
and I made a multitude of paltry excuses; this it was, I
believe, which first shook his faith in my truth; but I was
soon detected in a more decided failure.

¢You know I never had the least taste for play of any kind :
you may remember I used to be scolded for never minding
what 1 was about at dcar?4; in short, 1 never had the least
love for it—it wearied me; but now that my spirits were
gone it was a sort of intoxication in which I cannot say I in-
dulged—for it was no indulgence—but to which I had recourse.
Louisa Castlefort, you know, was always fond of play—got
into her first difficulties by that means—she led me on. 1
lost a good deal of money to her, and did not care about it as
long as I could pay; but presently it came to a time when I
could not pay without applying to the General: I applied to
him, but under false pretences—to pay this bill or that, or to
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society to which her rank entitled her. I had met her at
Louisa’s once or twice ; but when I found that for her brother’s
sake she was always to be invited, I resolved to go there no
more, and I made a merit of this with Clarendon. He was
pleased ; hesaid, “That is well, that is right, my dear Cecilia.”
And he went out more with me. One night at the opera, the
Comtesse de St. Cymon was in the box opposite to us, no lady
with her, only some gentlemen. She watched me; I did all
I could to avoid her eye, but at an unlucky moment she caught
mine, bent forward, and had the assurance to bow. The
General snatched the opera-glass from my hand, made sure
who it was, and then said to me,

¢« How does that woman dare to claim your notice, Lady
Cecilia? I am afraid there must have been some encourage-
ment on your part.”

¢ ¢ None,” said I, “nor ever shall be; you see I take no
notice.”

¢ % But you must have taken notice, or this could never be.”

¢ No indeed !” persisted I.

¢Helen! I really forgot at the moment that first unfortunate
note. An instant afterwards I recollected it, and the visit
about the cameos, but that was not my fault. I had, to be
sure, dropped a card in return at her door, and I ought to
have mentioned that, but I really did not recollect it till the
words had passed my lips, and then it was too late, and I did
not like to go back and spoil my case by an exception. The
General did not look quite satisfied ; he did not receive my
assertions as implicitly as formerly. He left the box afterwards
to speak to some one, and while he was gone in came Lord
Beltravers. After some preliminary nothings, he went directly
to the point ; and said in an assured manner, ¢“I believe you
do not know my sister at this distance. She has been en-
deavouring to catch your eye.”

¢« The Comtesse de St. Cymon does me too much honour,”
said I, with a slight inclination of the head, and elevation of
the eyebrow, which spoke sufficiently plainly.

¢ Unabashed, and with a most provoking, almost sneering
look, he replied, ¢ Madame de St. Cymon had wished to say a
few words to your ladyship on your own account; am I to
understand this cannot be ?”

¢¢“On my own account ?” said I, “I do not in the least
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sense to do nothing about it! But I was so afraid of its
somehow bringing everything to light: my cowardice —my
conscience—my consciousness of that first fatal falsehood
before my marriage has haunted me at the most critical
moments : it has risen against me, and stood like an evil spirit
threatening me from the right path,

‘I went to Kensington, trusting  to my own good fortune,
which had so often stood me in stead ; but Madame de St.
Cymon was too cunning for me, and so interested, so mean,
she actually bargained for giving up the locket. She hinted
that she knew Colonel D’Aubigny had never been your lover,
and ended by saying she had not the locket with her; and
though I made her understand that the General would never
allow me to receive her at my own house, yet she “hoped I
could manage an introduction for her to some of my friends,
and that she would bring the locket on Monday, if I would in
the meantime try, at least with Lady Emily Greville and Mrs.
Holdernesse.”

¢I felt her meanness, and yet I was almost as mean myself,
for I agreed to do what I could. Monday came, Clarendon
saw me as I was going out, and, as he handed me into the
carriage, he asked me where I was going. To Kensington
I said, and added—O Helen, I am ashamed to tell you, I
added,—I am going to see my child. And there I found
Madame de St. Cymon, and I had to tell her of my failure
with Lady Emily and Mrs. Holdernesse. I softened their
refusal as much as I could, but I might have spared myself
the trouble, for she only retorted by something about English
prudery. At this moment a shower of rain came on, and she
insisted upon my taking her home; ¢“Come in,” said she,
when the carriage stopped at her door ; “if you will come in,
I will give it to you now, and you need not have the trouble of
calling again” I had the folly to yield, though I saw that it
was a trick to decoy me into her house, and to make it pass
for a visit. It all flashed upon me, and yet I could not resist,
for I thought I must obtain the locket at all hazards. 1
resolved to get it from her before I left the house, and then I
thought all would be finished.

¢ She looked triumphant as she followed me into her saloon,
and gave a malicious smile, which seemed to say, * You see
you are visiting me after all.” After some nonsensical con-
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versation, meant to detain me, 1 pressed for the locket, and
she produced it: it was indeed the very one that had been
made for you. But just at that instant, while she still held
it in her hand, the door suddenly opened, and Clarendon
stood opposite to me !

¢I heard Madame de St. Cymon’s voice, but of what she
said I have no idea. I heard nothing but the single word
¢rain,” and with scarcely strength to articulate, I attempted
to follow up that excuse. Clarendon’s look of contempt!
But he commanded himself, advanced calmly to me, and said,
¢“] came to Kensington with these letters; they have just
arrived by express. Lady Davenant is in England—she is
il.” He gave me the packet, and left the room, and I heard
the sound of his horse’s feet the next instant as he rode off.
I broke from Madame de St. Cymon, forgetting the locket
and everything. I asked my servants which way the General
had gone. “To town.” I perceived that he must have
been going to look for me at the nurse’s, and had seen the
carriage at Madame de St. Cymon’s door. I hastened after
him, and then I recollected that I had left the locket on the
table at Madame de St. Cymon’s, that locket for which I had
hazarded—lost—everything! The moment I reached home,
I ran to Clarendon’s room ; he was not there, and oh, Helen,
I have not seen him since !

¢From some orders which he left about horses, I suppose
he went to meet my mother. I dared not follow him. She
had desired me to wait for her arrival at her own house. All
yesterday, all last night, Helen, what I have suffered! 1 could
not bear it any longer, and then I thought of coming to meet
you. I thought I must see you before my mother arrived—
my mother ! but Clarendon will not have met her till to-day.
O Helen! you feel all that I fear—all that I foresee.’

Lady Cecilia sank back, and Helen, overwhelmed with all
she had heard, could for some time only pity her in silence ;
and at last could only suggest that the General would not have
time for any private communication with Lady Davenant, as
her woman would be in the carriage with her, and the General
was on horseback. .

It was late in the day before they reached town. As they
came near Grosvenor Square, Cockburn inquired whether they
were to drive home, or to Lady Davenant’s,
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Lady Davenant broke from her, and pressing forwards ex-
claimed, ‘I must see my daughter—if I have still a daughter !
Cecilia !’

The General moved. Lady Cecilia, who had sunk upon a
chair behind him, attempted to rise. Lady Davenant stood
opposite to her; the light was now full upon her face and
figure ; and her mother saw how it was changed ! and looking
back at Helen, she said in a low, awful tone, ‘I see it; the
black spot has spread !’

Scarcely had Lady Davenant pronounced these words, when
she was seized with violent spasms. The General had but just
time to save her from falling ; he could not leave her. All was
terror! Even her own woman, so long used to these attacks,
said it was the worst she had ever seen, and for some time
evidently feared it would terminate fatally. At last slowly she
came to herself, but perfectly in possession of her intellects,
she sat up, looked round, saw the agony in her daughter’s
countenance, and holding out her hand to her, said, ¢ Cecilia, if
there is anything that I ought to know, it should be said now.’

Cecilia caught her mother’s hand, and threw herself upon
her knees. ¢Helen, Helen, stay!’ cried she; ¢‘do not go,
Clarendon !’

He stood leaning against the chimneypiece, motionless,
while Cecilia, in a faltering voice, began; her voice gaining
strength, she went on, and poured out all—even from the
very beginning, that first suppression of the truth, that first
cowardice, then all that followed from that one falsehood—all
—even to the last degradation, when in the power, in the
presence, of that bad woman, her husband found and left her.
She shuddered as she came to the thought of that look of his,
and not daring, not having once dared while she spoke, to turn
towards him, her eyes fixed upon her mother’s; but as she
finished speaking, her head sank, she laid her face on the sofa
beside her ; she felt her mother’s arm thrown over her and she
sobbed convulsively.

There was silence.

‘I have still a daughter !’ were the first words that broke
the silence. ¢ Not such as I might have had, but that is my
own fault.’

¢O mother!

‘I have still a daughter !’ repeated Lady Davenant. ¢ There
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Then Lady Davenant, taking her daughter in her arms,
said, ¢ My child, return to me!’

She sank back exhausted. Mrs. Elliott was summoned, she
wished them all out of the room, and said so; but Lady
Davenant would have her daughter stay beside her, and with
Cecilia’s hand in hers she fell into a profound slumber.

CHAPTER XLVI

ON awaking in the morning, after some long-expected event
has happened, we feel in doubt whether it has really occurred,
or whether it is all a dream. Then comes the awful sense of
waking truth, and the fear that what has been done, or said,
is irremediable, and then the astonishment that it really is
done.

¢It is over !’ Helen repeated to herself, repeated aloud, be-
fore she could well bring herself from that state of half-belief,
before she could recover her stunned faculties.

Characters which she thought she perfectly understood had
each appeared, in these new circumstances, different from what
she had expected. From Cecilia she had scarcely hoped, even
at the last moment, for such perfect truth in her confession.
From Lady Davenant not so much indulgence, not all that
tenderness for her daughter. From the General, less violence
of expression, more feeling for Cecilia; he had not allowed
the merit of her candour, her courage, at the last. It was a
perfectly voluntary confession, all that concerned Colonel
D’Aubigny and the letters could never have been known to
the General by any other means. Disappointed love, confi-
dence duped, and his pride of honour, had made him forget
himself in anger, even to cruelty. Helen thought he would
feel this hereafter, fancied he must feel it even now, but that,
though he might relent, he would not recede; though he might
regret that he had made the determination, he would certainly
abide by it ; that which he had resolved to do would certainly
be done,—the separation between him and Cecilia would take
place. And though all was clear and bright in Helen’s own
prospects, the General’s esteem restored, his approbation to be
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tion ; I have no belief in sudden reformations. I think I see
that this change in Cecilia’s mind has been some time working
out by her own experience of the misery, the folly, the degrada-
tion of deceit.’

Helen earnestly confirmed this from her own observations,
and from the expressions which had burst forth in the fulness
of Cecilia’s heart and strength of her conviction, when she
told her all that had passed in her mind.

¢That is well!” pursued Lady Davenant; ‘but principles
cannot be depended upon till confirmed by habit ; and Cecilia’s
nature is so variable—impressions on her are easily, even
deeply made, but all in sand; they may shift with the next
tide—may be blown away by the next wind.’

¢Oh no,’ exclaimed Helen, ¢there is no danger of that. I
see the impression deepening every hour, from your kindness
and ’ Helen hesitated, ¢and besides. !

¢ Besides said Lady Davenant, ‘usually comes as the
arridre-ban of weak reasons: you mean to say that the sight
of my sufferings must strengthen, must confirm, all her prin-
ciples—her taste for truth, Yes,’ continued she, in her most
firm tone ; ¢Cecilia’s being with me during my remaining days
will be painful but salutary to her. She sees, as you do, that
all the falsehood meant to save me has been in vain; that at
last the shock has only hastened my end: it must be so,
Helen. Look at it steadily, in the best point of view—the
evil you cannot avert ; take the good and be thankful for it.’

And Cecilia—how did she feel? Wretched she was, but
still in her wretchedness there was within her a relieved con-
science and the sustaining power of truth; and she had now
the support of her mother’s affection, and the consolation of
feeling that she had at last done Helen justice! To her really
generous, affectionate disposition, there was in the return of
her feelings to their natural course an indescribable sense of
relief. Broken, crushed, as were all her own hopes, her sym-
pathy, even in the depths of her misery, now went pure, free
from any windings of deceit, direct to Helen’s happy prospects,
in which she shared with all the eagerness of her warm heart.

Beauclerc arrived, found the General at home expecting
him, and in his guardian’s countenance and voice he saw and
heard only what was natural to the man. The General was
prepared, and Beauclerc was himself in too great impatience
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sake, as soon as possible let it be; it is but justice that her
conscience should be so far relieved, let her no longer obstruct
your union. Let me have the satisfaction of seeing it accom-
plished ; name the day, Helen, I may not have many to live.

The day, the earliest possible, was named by Helen; and
the moment it was settled, Lady Davenant hurried Beauclerc
away, saying—* Return to General Clarendon—spare him sus-
pense—it is all we can do for him.’

: The General’s wishes in this, and in all that followed, were

to be obeyed. He desired that the marriage should be public,
that all should be bidden of rank, fashion, and note—all their
family connections. Lady Katrine Hawksby he especially
named. To do justice to Helen seemed the only pleasurable
object now remaining to him. In speaking to Beauclerc, he
never once named Lady Cecilia; it seemed a tacit compact
between him and Beauclerc that her name should not be pro-
nounced. They talked of Lady Davenant ; the General said
he did not think her in such danger as she seemed to consider
herself to be: his opinion was, he declared, confirmed by his
own observation ; by the strength of mind and of body which
she had shown since her arrival in England. Beauclerc could
only hope that he was right; and the General went on to
speak of the service upon which he was to be employed : said
that all arrangements, laying an emphasis upon the word,
would be transacted by his man of business. He spoke of
what would happen after he quitted England, and left his ward
a legacy of some favourite horse which he used to ride at
Clarendon Park, and seemed to take it for granted that Beau-
clerc and Helen would be sometimes there when he was gone.
Then, having cleared his throat several times, the General
desired that Lady Cecilia’s portrait, which he designated only
as ‘the picture over the chimneypiece in my room,’ should be
sent after him. And taking leave of Beauclerc, he set off for
Clarendon Park, where he was to remain till the day before
the wedding ;—the day following he had fixed for his departure
from England.

When Beauclerc was repeating this conversation to Helen,
Lady Davenant came into the room just as he was telling these
last particulars. She marked the smile, the hope that was
excited, but shook her head, and said, ‘Raise no false hopes
in my daughter’s mind, I conjure you’; and she turned the
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possible for him to imagine the exquisite meanness of that
man’s mind.

¢ There,’ cried Beauclerc, ¢ you see my fault was having too
> little, instead of too much imagination.’

Lady Davenant smiled, and said, ¢ It has been admirably
observed, that “it is among men as among certain tribes of
¢ animals, it is sometimes only necessary that one of the herd
> should step forward and lead the way, to make all the others
- follow with alacrity and submission” ;! and I solve the whole

'difficulty thus: I suppose that Lord Beltravers, just following
Beauclerc’s lead, succeeded in persuading him that he was a
man of genius and a noble fellow, by allowing all Beauclerc’s
own paradoxes, adopting all his ultra-original opinions, and,
in short, sending him back the image of his own mind, till
Granville had been caught by it, and had fairly fallen in love
with it—a mental metaphysical Narcissus.

¢After all continued Lady Davenant, smiling, ‘of all
the follies of youth, the dangerous folly of trying to do good
—that for which you stand convicted—may be the most easily
pardoned, the most safely left to time and experience to cure.
You know, Granville, that ever since the time of Alexander
the Great’s great tutor, the characteristic faults of youth and
age have been the “ 700 muckh” and the ¢ foo little” In youth,
the too much confidence in others and in themselves, the too
much of enthusiasm—too much of benevolence ; —in age,
alas! too little. And with this youth, who has the foo muck
in everything—what shall we do with him, Helen? Take
him, for better for worse, you must ; and I must love him as
I have done from his childhood, a little while longer—to the
end of my life’

¢A little longer, to the end of her life!’ said Beauclerc to
bimself, as leaning on the back of Helen’s chair he looked at
Lady Davenant. ‘I cannot believe that she whom I see
before me is passing away, to be with us but a little longer;
so full of life as she appears; such energy divine! No, no,
she will live, live long !’

And as his eyes looked that hope, Helen caught it, and yet
she doubted, and sighed, but still she had hope. Cecilia had
none ; she was sitting behind her mother ; she looked up at
Helen, and shook her head ; she had seen more of her mother’s

1 Lord Mahon. ’
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o'clock’ Lady Davenant desired Cecilia to go. ¢ Helen will
be with me, do, my dear Cecilia, go.’

She went, and before the awkwardness of Miss Clarendon’s
silence ceased, and before Mrs. Pennant had settled which
glass or which blind was best up or down, Lady Cecilia burst
into tears, thanked aunt Pennant for her sympathy, and now,
above the fear of Miss Clarendon—above all fear but that of
doing further wrong by concealment, she at once told the whole
truth, that they might, as well as the General, do full justice
to Helen, and that they might never, never blame Clarendon
for the separation which was to be.

That he should have mentioned nothing of her conduct even
to his sister was not surprising. ‘I know his generous nature,’
said Cecilia.

‘But I never knew yours till this moment, Cecilia,’ cried
Miss Clarendon, embracing her ; ¢ my sister, now,—separation
or not.’

¢ But there need be no separation,’ said kind aunt Pennant.

Cecilia sighed, and Miss Clarendon repeated, ¢ You will
find in me a sister at all events.’

She now saw Cecilia as she really was—faults and virtues.
Perhaps indeed in this moment of revulsion of feeling, in the
surprise of gratified confidence, she overvalued Lady Cecilia’s
virtues, and was inclined to do her more than justice, in her
eagerness to make generous reparation for unjust suspicion.

CHAPTER XLVII

AFTER setting down Lady Cecilia at her mother’s, the aunt
and niece proceeded to the picture sale which Miss Clarendon
was eager to attend, as she was in search of a pendant to a
famous Berghem she possessed ; and while she was considering
the picture, she had the advantage of hearing a story, which
seemed, indeed, to be told for the amusement of the whole
room, by a party of fashionables who were standing near her:
—a wonderful story of a locket, which was going about; it
was variously told, but all agreed in one point—that a young
married lady of high rank had never dared to appear in the
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Now Lady Davenant had Madame de St. Cymon com-
pletely in her power, from her acquaintance with a disgraceful
transaction which had come to her knowledge at Florence.
The locket was surrendered, returned with humble assurances
that Madame de St. Cymon now perfectly understood the
thing in its true light, and was quite convinced it had been
stolen, not given. Lady Davenant glanced over her note with
scorn, and was going to throw it from her into the fire, but
did not. When Miss Clarendon called upon her again that
evening as she had appointed, she showed it to her, and
desired that she would, when her brother arrived next day,
tell him what she had heard, what Lady Davenant had done,
and how the locket was now in her possession.

Some people who pretend to know, maintain that the
passion of love is of such an all-engrossing nature that it
swallows up every other feeling; but we who judge more
justly of our kind, hold differently, and rather believe that love
in generous natures imparts a strengthening power, a magnetic
touch, to every good feeling. Helen was incapable of being
perfectly happy while her friend was miserable; and even
Beauclerc, in spite of all the suffering she had caused, could
not help pitying Lady Cecilia, and he heartily wished the
General could be reconciled to her; yet it was a matter in
which he could not properly interfere ; he did not attempt it.

Lady Davenant determined to give a breakfast to all the
bridal party after the marriage. In her state of health, Helen
and Cecilia remonstrated, but Lady Davenant had resolved
upon it, and at last they agreed it would be better than part-
ing at the church-door—better that she should at her own
house take leave of Helen and Beauclerc, who would set out
immediately after the breakfast for Thorndale.

And now equipages were finished, and wedding parapher-
nalia sent home—the second time that wedding-dresses had
been furnished for Miss Stanley ;—and never once were these
looked at by the bride-elect, nor even by Cecilia, but to see
that all was as it should be—that seen, she sighed, and
passed on.

Felicie’s ecstasies were no more to be heard : we forgot to
mention that she had, before Helen’s return from Llansillen,
departed, dismissed in disgrace; and happy was it for Lady
Cecilia and Helen to be relieved from her jabbering, and not
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leaned, a flower she wore broke off —it fell at the General’s
feet: he looked up, and their eyes met. There he stood,
waiting on those steps, some minutes, for an answer to his
inquiry how Lady Davenant was: and when the answer was
brought out by Elliott, whom, as it seemed, he had desired to
see, he remounted his horse, and rode away without ever
again looking up to the balcony.

Lady Davenant had awakened, and when Cecilia returned
on hearing her voice, her mother, as the light from the half-
open shutters shone upon her face, saw that she was in tears;
she kneeled down by the side of the bed, and wept bitterly ;
she made her mother understand how it had been.

¢ Not that I hoped more, but still—still to feel it so! Oh,
mother, I am bitterly punished !’

Then Lady Davenant, seizing those clasped hands, and
raising herself in her bed, fixed her eyes earnestly upon
Cecilia, and asked,—

¢Would you, Cecilia—tell me, would you if it were now,
this moment, in your power—would you reiract your con-
fession ?’

¢Retract! impossible !’

‘Do you repent—regret having made it, Cecilia?°®

‘Repent — regret having made it! No, mother, no!’
replied Cecilia firmly. ¢I only regret that it was not sooner
made. Retract !—impossible I could wish to retract the only
right thing I have done, the only thing that redeems me in my
inmost soul from uttermost contempt. No! rather would I be
as I am, and lose that noble heart, than hold it as I did, un-
worthily. There is, mother, as you said, as I feel, a sus-
taining, a redeeming power in truth.’

Her mother threw her arms round her.

¢Come to my heart, my child, close—close to my heart.
Heaven bless you! You have my blessing—my thanks,
Cecilia. Yes, my thanks,—for now I know—I feel, my
dear daughter, that my neglect of you in childhood has been
repaired. You make me forgive myself, you make me happy,
you have my thanks—my blessing—my warmest blessing !’

A smile of delight was on her pale face, and tears ran down
as Cecilia answered—¢Oh, mother, mother! blind that I
have been. Why did not I sooner know this tenderness of
your heart ?’
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individual of the assembled numbers, not even Cecilia or Lady
Davenant. She knelt at the altar beside him to whom she
was to give her faith, and General Clarendon, in the face of
all the world, proudly gave her to his ward, and she, without
fear, low and distinctly pronounced the sacred vow. And as
Helen rose from her knees, the sun shone out, and a ray of
light was on her face, and it was lovely. Every heart said so
—every heart but Lady Katrine Hawksby’s—And why do
we think of her at such a moment? and why does Lady
Davenant think of her at such a moment? Yet she did;
she looked to see if she were present, and she bade her to the
breakfast.

And now all the salutations were given and received, and
all the murmur of congratulations rising, the living tide poured
out of the church; and then the noise of carriages, and all
drove off to Lady Davenant’s ; and Lady Davenant had gone
through it all so far, well. And Lady Cecilia knew that it
had been ; and her eyes had been upon her husband, and her
heart had been full of another day when she had knelt beside
him at the altar. And did he, too, think of that day? She
could not tell, his countenance discovered no emotion, his eyes
never once turned to the place where she stood. And she was
now to see him for one hour, but one hour longer, and at a
public breakfast ! but still she was to see him.

And now they are all at breakfast. The attention of some
was upon the bride and bridegroom; of others, on Lady
Cecilia and on the General ; of others, on Lady Davenant ; and
of many, on themselves. Lady Davenant had Beauclerc on
one side, General Clarendon on the other, and her daughter
opposite to him. Lady Katrine was there, with her ¢ #isteful
visage,’ as Churchill justly called it, and more #rsfeful it
presently became.

When breakfast was over, seizing her moment when con-
versation flagged, and when there was a pause, implying
¢ What is to be said or done next ?’ Lady Davenant rose from
her seat with an air of preparation, and somewhat of solemnity.
All eyes were instantly upon her. *She drew out a locket,
which she held up to public view; then, turning to Lady
Katrine Hawksby, she said—¢This bauble has been much
talked of, I understand, by your ladyship, but I question
whether you have ever yet seen it, or know the truth concern-
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¢I know it,’ exclaimed he.

¢ Give her up to the whole world of slanderers !—destroy
her character! If now her husband separate from her, her
good name is lost for ever! If now her husband protect her
not ’

Her husband turned, and clasped her in his arms. Lady
Davenant rose and blessed him—blessed them both: they
knelt beside her, and she joined their hands.

¢Now,’ said she, ‘I give my daughter to a husband worthy
of her, and she more worthy of that noble heart than when
first his. Her only fault was mine—my early neglect: it is
repaired—I die in peace! You make my last moments the
happiest! Helen, my dearest Helen, now, and not till now,
happy—perfectly happy in Love and Truth !’

THE END
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HUNT (W. ).—T.u.xs ABOUT ART. Wlth a
Letter from Sir J. E. MiLLass, Bart.,, R.A.
Cr. 8vo. 3s. Sd.

HUTCHINSON (G. W. C.).—Some HInTs
ON LEARNING To DrAW. Roy. 8vo. 8s.64.

LA FARGE (J.)—CoNSIDERATIONS ON PAINT-
ING. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

LAUR!E (A. P.). =FacTs ABOUT PROCESSES,

P1GMEN1S, AND VEHICLES. Cr. 8vo. 3s. net.

LECTURES ON ART. Ry REGD. STUART
PouLE, fessor W. B. Ricumonp, E. J.

. MICKLETHWAITE,
and WiLLiam MoRRis. Cr. 8vo. 4. 64.

NEWTON (Sir C. T.).—(Ses ANTIQUITIES.)

PALGRAVE (Prof. F. T.).—Essavs on ART.
Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s.

PATER (W.).—Tux RENAissance: Studles
in Artand Poetry. sth Edit. Cr. 8vo. 10s.6d.

PENNELL (Joseph).—PeN DnAwma AND
PEN DRAUGHTSMEN. New and Enlarged
Edit., with 400 Illust. 4to Buckram. 4as.net.

PROPERT (J. Lumsden).—A HisTory or
MiINIATURE ArT. Illustrated. Super rcy
4%0.3/. 135, 6d.—Bound in vellum. 4J. x14s. 6d.

SPANTON (J. H.). —ScCIENCE AND ART
DRA ¥ING. 8vo. 108. net.

TAYLOR (E. R.).—DzawING AND D=xsiGN.
Ob. cr. 8vo. as.

THOMPSON (E.).—STUDIES IN THE ART
ANATOMY OF ANIMALS. Illustrated. 4to.

(I, the Press.

BURNER'S LIBER STUDIORUM: A
DESCRIPTION AND A CATALOGUE. By W. G.
RAWLINSON. Med. lvo. 135, 6d.

TYRWHITT _(Rev. St.  John).—Ouzr
SxeTcHING CLUB. 5t.h Edit. Cr.8vo. 7. 6d.

WARE . R.).—MODERN PERSPECTIVE.
With Plates. sth. Edit. 4to. 21s. net,

WYATT (Sir M. Digby).—FINE ArT! A
Sketch of its History, Theory, Practice, and
to Industry. Bvo. 58

ASTRONOMY.

AIRY (Sir G. B.EPomun AsTrRONOMY.
Illustrated. it. Fcp. Svo. 4:.64.
= GRAVITATION. AnElemenmy
tion of the Perturbations
Solar System. Edu. Cr. 8vo. 1:.64.
BLAKE (J F.).—AsTrRONoMICAL MvyTHS.
With Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. g4,
CHEYNE (C. H. H.)—AN ELEMENTARY
TREATISE ON THE 'ARY Tumorv.
Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d.

CLARK (L.) and SADLER (H.).—THE STaAR
GuiDE. Roy. 8vo. ss.

CROSSLEY ({1 GLEDHILL (J.), and
HanpBoox or Dou-
BL!STARS Bvo zu.
-— CORRECTIONS T0 THE HANDBOOK oF
DouUBLE STARs. 8vo. 1s.

GODFRAY (Hugh). —AN ELEMENTARY
TREATISE ON THE LUNAR THEORV. 2nd
Edit. Cr. 8vo.

~—— A TREATISE ON ASTRONOMY, FOR THE
UsE oF COLLEGES AND SCHOOLS. 8vo. 12s. 6d.

GlélEGORY (R. A.). —THE PLANET EARTH.

LOCKYER (J. Norman, F.R.S.).—A PrRIMER
oF AsTRONOMY. Illustrated. Pott 8vo. 1s.

—--— ELEMENTARY LESSONS N ASTRONOMY.
Illustr. New Edition. Fcp. 8vo. _ss. 6d.

= QUESTIONS ON THE SAME. By J. FORBES
ROBERTSON. Fcp. 8vo. 1s.

~— THE CHEMISTRY OF THE SUN. Illus.

. 8vo. 14s.

= THE METEORITIC HYPOTHESIS OF THE

OriGIN oF CosmicAL SysTEms. Illustrated.

8vo. 17s. net.
=~ THE EvoLuTION OF THE HEBAVEKS AND
THE EarTH. Ill . Cr.8vo.

[Zn the Pyess.
e STAR-GAZING PAST AND PRESENT. Ex-
ded from Notes with the assistance of
. M. SEABROKE. Roy. 8vo. z1s.
LODGE (O. J.).—P1ONEERS OF SCIENCE. Ex.
cr. 8vo. 7s.6d.

MILLER (R. Kalley).—Tue RomaNnce or
AsTroNoMY. and Edit. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 64,
NEWCOMB (Prof. Simon).—Porurar As.
TRONOMY. Engravingsand Maps. 8vo. 18s.
ROSCOE—SCHUSTER. (Se¢ CHEMISTRY.)

ATLASES.
(See aZso GEOGRAPHY).
BARTHOLOMEW (J. G.).—ELEMENTARY
SCHOOL ATLAS. ﬂ 1s.
= PHVSICAL AND ouncm.Scxoov.A'rm
80 maps. 4to. 8s. 64. ; half mor, 10s. 6d.
—— LIBRARY RKFERENCE ATLAS OF THE
WoxLp. With Index to 100,000 places.
Folio. 525, 6d. net.—Also in 7 parts, ss.net
each ; Geographical !ndex. 7c 6d. net.
LABBERTON (R. H.).—New HisToRICAL
ATLAS AND L HisTorY. 4to0. 138,

BIBLE. (Ses under TuROLOGY, D. 38.)

BIBLIOGRAPHY.

A BIBLIOGRAPHICAL CATALOGUE OF
MACMILLAN AND CO.'S PUBLICA.
TIONS, 1843—89. Med. 8vo. 10s. net.

MAYOR & . John E. B.).—A BrsrLIioGRrA-
PHICAL CLUE TO LATIN LITERATURE., Cr.
8vo. 10s. 6d.

RYLAND (F.h HRONOLOGICAL OUTLINES
or ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
SMITH (Adam).—CATALOGUE oF LIBRARY.

Ed. by J. BoNaAR. 8vo. 7s. 64, net.

WHITCOMB(L. S.).—CHRONOLOGICAL OUT-
LINES OF AMERICAN LITERATURE. Intro-
g'ucuon by BRANDER MATTHRWS. Cr. Svo.

. net.
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ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS—contd.
DeroE. By W. MinTo.
DE QuinceY. By Prof. MassoN.

DiIcKENs. By A. W. Warp
DrvDEN. ByG. SAINTSBURV
Fuwmc. AusTIN DoBSON.
GIBEON. . COTTER MORISON.

Gowsm'm By WIiLLIAM BLACK.
GRray. By EDMUND GOSSE.
HAWTHORNE. HZ HENRY JAMES.
Hume. By T HuxLEY.
k):::sou. B Lxsus STEPHEN.

7Ts. By SipNev CoLviIn,
Lams. By Rev. ALFRED AINGER.
LANDOR. By SipNgy CoLvIN.
Locke. By Prof. FOWLER.
Macavuray. By J. CoTTER Morison,

MirToN. By MARKk PATTISON.
Pore. B Lnsv.m STEPHEN.
ScoTT. H. HuTToN.

SHELLEY. B J A. SYMONDs.
SHERIDAN. Mrs. OLIPHANT.
SioNev. By J. A. SyMoNDs.
SouTHEV. By “Prof. Dow DEN.
SPENSER. By Dean CHURCH.

STERNE _ By H. D, TrAILL.

WIFT. By LESLIE STEPHEN.
[HACKERAY. By ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
WorpsworTH. By F. W. H. MyERs.

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. Reissue
in 13 vols. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d. each.
Vol. I. CHAUCER, SPENSER, DRYDEN.
MiLToN, GoLpsMITH, COWPER.
Vol. III. ByroN, SHELLEY, KEATS.
Vol.1V. WoRDSWORTH, SOUTHEY, LANDOR,
Vol. V. LawMB, ADDISON, SWIFT.
Vol. VI, ScorT, BURNS, Cou;mncz.
Vol. VII. Humg, Lockg, BURKE.
Vol. VIII. DEgroE, STERNE, HAWTHORNE.
Vol. IX. Fi1eLpinNG, THACKERAY, DICKENS.
Vol. X. GiBBoN, (fAm.vu:, MacavuLay.
Vol. XI. SIDNEY, DE QUINCEY, SHERIDAN,
Vol. XII. PorE, JoHNSON, GRAY.
Vol. XIII. BacoNn, BunvaN, BENTLEY.
ENGLISH STATESMEN, TWELVE.
Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. each.
WiLLiaM THE CONQUEROR. By Ebpwamp
A. Freeman, D.C.L., LL.D.

Hengy I1. By Mrs. J R. GREEN.
Epwarp I. By T. F. Tout, M.A.
HEeNRy VII. By JaMES GAIRDNER.

By Bp. CREIGHTON,.
ELizareTH. By E. S. nsr.v
OLIVER CROMWELL. g
Wirriam 111, By H. TRAILL.
WaLroLE. By JoHN MORLEY.
CHATHAM. By OHN MORLEY.
Pirt. By LORD ROSEBERY.
PeeL. By J. R. THURSFIELD.

I'AIRFAX Lv-s oF RoBERT FAIRFAX OF

5 derman,
Hember {or York, A.D. 1666-1725. By CLE-
MENTS R. MARkHAM, C.B. 8vo. 12s.

FITZGERALD (E.). (S¢¢ LITERATUR® p. 28.)

FORBES (Edward): MemoIr or. By GEorGR
‘WiLsoN, M.P., and Sir ARCHIBALD GEIKIE,
F.R.S,, etc. 8vo. 145,

FORBES-MITCHELI(W.)-REMINISCENCES
OF THE GREAT MUTINY. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.

FOREIGN STATESMEN. Crown 8vo.
2. 6d. each.

RickeLiEu. By R. Looge, M.A
PriLiPAvGusTUs. ByRev. W. H. HuTToN.

.

(I Prep.

FRANCIS OF ASSISI. By Mrs. OLIPHANT.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

FRASER. James Fraser, SEconp Biskzop
oF MANCHESTER: A Memoir. By T.
HuGHes. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

FREEMAN (E. A.).—LIFE AND LETTERS.
By W.R. W.STEPHENS. 2vols. 8vo. 17s.net,

3OETHE: Lire or. By Prof. HEINRICH
DUNTZzER. Transiated by T. W. LysTer.
2 vols. . Bvo. a21s.

, GORDON (Gem:ral): A SkeTcH. By ReGl-
~aiD H. BArNEs. Cr. 8vo. 1s.

-—— LETTERs oF GENERAL C. G. GORDON TO
HIS SISTER, M. A. GorDON. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.

HANDEL: Lirk or. By W. S. RoCcKSTRO.
Cr. 8vo. 10s.
o

HAUSER, KASPAR : TRUE STORY OF.
the DucHESs OF CLEVELAND. Cr.8vo. 4s.
HIGINBO THAM (Chief Justice).—LIFE oF.
y E. E Morris. Ex. cr. 8vo. gs.
HOBART (See CoLLECTED WORKS, p. 26.)

HODGSON. Mgemoir oF Rev. Francis
Hobgson, B.D. By his Son, Rev. James T.
HopGsoN, M.A. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 18s.

HORT (F. J. A.).—LiFE aND LETTERS. By

His Son. 2 vols. 8vo. 17s. net.
JEVONS (W. Stanley)l.—LETTERS AND JOUR-
naL. Edited by I-{.s WiIrE. 8vo. 148.

KAVANAGH (Rt. Hon. A. McMun'ough)

BI1OGRAPHY. From ga sy unpnb-
lished, com iled Cousm, ARAH L.,
STEELE. ortran 8vo. 14s. net.

XINGSLEY (Chas ): His LE'I"I‘ERS, AND ME-
MORIES OF HIS LIFE. liy His WirE. 2
vols. Cr.8vo. 125.—Cheap Edit. 1 vol. 6s.

LAMB. THE Lire or CHARLES Lame. By
Rev. ALFRED AINGER, M.A. Globe 8vo. ss.

LETHBRIDGE (Sir R.).—GoLpeN Book or
INDIA. 8vo. 4os.

LIGHTFOOT. BisHop LIGHTFOOT. Re-
printed from Quarterly R eview.Cr.8vo.3s.6d.

LOUIS (St.). (Se¢e SELECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 6.)

MACMILLAN (B .). MEeEMOIR oF DANIEL
MACHILI.AN. y THomas HugHes, Q.C.
With P Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d.—Cheap
Edition. Cr Bvo, sewed. 1s.

MALTHUS AND HIS WORK. By James
BONAR. 8vo. 125,

MANNING (Cardinal): Lire or. ByE. S.
PurceLL. 3 vols. 3rd Edit. 8vo. 3os.net.

MAURICE. Lire or FrEDERICK DENISON
MAUDRICB. By his Son, F. MAURICE. 2 vols,
8vo. 365.—Popular Ed’ 2vols. Cr. 8vo. 16s.

MAXWELL. Pnornsson CLERK MAXWELL,

A Lire or. By Prof. L. CAmpBELL, M. A.,
and W. GARNETT, M.A. Cr. 8vo. 7s.

MAZZINI. (Se¢e SELECT BioGRAPHY, p. 6.)

MELBOURNE. MEgwMoirs or VISCOUNT
MxLBOURNE. By W. M. TorreENns. With
Portralt. and Edit. 2 vols. B8vo. 32s.

MlLTON THE LirE or JoHN Mn.-ron.

Prof. Davip Masson. Vol. zu.,
ol. II, 16s.; Vol. IIL., 18s.; Vo
and V., 325.; Vol VI, with

215. ; Index to 6 vols., 16s. (See al:a p. 18 i
MILTON : Jonnson's Lire or. Introduction

and Notesby K. DiGuTON. Gl 8vo. 1¢.9d.












DICTIONARIES—EDUCATION.

ROSCOE (Sir H. E.) and HARDEN (A.).—
DaLToN’s AToMIC THEORY. 8vo. 6s. net.
ROSCOE (Sir H. E.) and LUNT (J.).—In.
ORGANIC CHEMISTRY FOR BEGINNERs. Gl.

8vo. 2s. 6d.

ROSCOE (Sir H. E.) and SCHUSTER (A.).
—SPECTRUM ANALvVsiS. By Sir Henry E,
Roscor. 4th Edit., re the Author
and A. SCHUSTER, f‘.R.S. ith Coloured

. 8vo. 21s.

SCHORLEMMER (C.).—Rise anp Dk-
VELOPMENT OF ORGANIC CHEMISTRY. Trans.
by Prof. SMiTHELLS. Cr. 8vo. ss. net.

SCHULTZ (G.gdand JULIUS (P.).—ORrGANIC
CoLoURING MATTERS. Transl. by A. G.
GREEN. 8vo. a1s. net.

THORPE (Prof, T. E.) and TATE (W.).—
A SIHES( oF Cumuc)u. Pnonmns.%
Kev. Fcp. 8vo, as.

THORPE (Prof. T. E.) and ROCKER (Prof.
A. W.).—A TREATISE ON CHEMICAL PHY.
sics. Il 8vo.  [/n preparation.

TURPIN (G. S.).—LEssoNs IN ORGANIC
CHEMISTRY. Gl. 8vo. 2s.6d.

=— PRrACTICAL INORGANIC CHEMISTRY. Gl.
8vo. 2s. 6d.

WURTZ (Ad.).—A HisTORY oF CHEMICAL
Turory. Transl. by H. WaTTs, Cr.8vo. 6s.

OHRISTIAN CHURCH, History of the.
) (See under THEOLOGY, p. 40.)

CHURCH OF ENGLAND, The.
(See under THEOLOGY, p. 40.)

COLLECTED WORKS.
(See undey LITERATURE, p. 24.)

COMPARATIVE ANATOMY.
(Sec under ZooLogY, p. 49.)

COOKERY.
(See under DomesTiC ECONOMY, delow.)

DEVOTIONAL BOOKS.
(See under THEOLOGY, p. 41.)

DICTIONARIES AND GLOSSARIES,

AUTENRIETH (Dr. G.).—AN Howmeric

ONARY. Translated from the German,
by R. P. Keep, Ph.D. Cr.8vo. 6s.

BARTLETT (J.).—FAMILIAR QUOTATIONS,
Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

GROVE (Sir George).—A DiCTIONARY OF
Music AND MusICIANS. (See Music.)

HOLE (Rev. C.).—A Brier BI1oGRAPHICAL
DicTioNary. and Edit. Pott 8vo. 4s. 6d.

MASSON (Gustave).—A CompeNDIOUS D1ce
TIONARY OF THE FRENCH GUAGR,
Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

PALGRAVE (R. H. 1.).—A DICTIONARY OF
PoLrtica  EcoNoMy. (Ses PoriTiCAL
Economy.)

WHITNEY (Prof. W. D.).—A CoMPENDIOUS
GzrMAN AND ENGLISH DicTioNarv. Cr.

ss.—German-English Part separately.
38

WRIGHT (W. Aldis).—Tue BisLe Worp-
Boox. 2nd Edit, . 8vo. 75, 6d.

YONGE (Charlotte M.).—HisToRY o¥ CHRis-
T1AN NaMESs. Cr. 8vo. 7s.6d.

DOMESTIC ECONOMY.
Cookery—Nursing—Needlework.
Cookery.

BARKER (Lady).—FIRST LESSONS IN THE
8l’lmcu’x.ls oF CookinNGg. 3rd Edit. Pots

vo. 18,

SBARNETT (E. A )and O'NEILL (H. C.).—
PriMER oF Domestic Economv. ot
8vo. 1s.

MIDDLE-CLASS COOKERY BOOK, TH=,
Compiled for the Manchester School of
Cookery. Pott 8vo. 1s. 6d.

TEGETMEIER (W.B.).—HousEHoLD MAN-
AGEMENT AND KERY. Pott 8vo. 1s.

WRIGHT (Miss Guthrie). —THE SCHOOL-
Cooxkgerv-Book. Pott 8vo. 1s.

Nursing.

CRAVEN (Mrs. Dacre).—A GuIipE TO Dis-
TRICT NUrses. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 64,

FOTHERGILL (Dr. J. M.).—Fo00D FOR THE
INVALID, THE CONVALESCENT, THE DyYSPEP-
TIC, AND THE GouTv. Cr. Bvo. 3s.6d.

JEX-BLAKE (Dr. Sophia).—THE CARE oF
INFaNTS. Pott 8vo, 1s.

RATHBONE m.).—THE HISTORY AND
PROGRESS oF D1sTRICT NURSING, FROM 1859
TO THE PRESENT DATE. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 64,

RECOLLECTIONS OF A NURSE. By

. D. Cr.8vo. a2s.

STEPHEN (Caroline E.).—THE SERVICE OoF

THE Poor. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 64,

Needlework.

GLAISTER (Elizabeth).—NEEDLEWORK. Cr.

vo. 2s. 6d.

GRAND'HOMME. —CutTiné OuT AND
DRESSMAKING. From the French of Mdile.
E. GRAND’'HOMME. Pott 8vo. 1s.

GRENFELL (Mrs.)—DRESSMAKING.
8vo. 1s.

ROSEVEAR (E.).— NEEDLEWORK, KNITT-
2:(;, AND CuTTING OuT. 3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo.

Potv

—— NEEDLEWORK, KNITTING, AND CUTTING-
OvuT For OLDER GIrLs. Standard IV. 6d. 3.
Standard V. 8d.; Standard VI. VII. and
Ex-VIL. 1s.

—— NEEDLEWORK, KNITTING, AND CUTTING~
OuT roR EVENING CONTINUATION SCHOOLS.
Globe 8vo. 2s.

DRAMA, The. :
(See under LITERATURE, p. 17.)

BLECTRICITY.
See under Prvsics, p. 33.)

EDUCATION.

ARNOLD (Matthew).—HIGHER SCHOOLS AND-
UNIVERSITIES IN GERMANY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
-— RTS ON ELEMENTARY SCHOOLS
1852-82. Ed. by Lord SANDFORD. 8vo. (?’d
= A FreEncH EToN: or MiDDLE
EDUCATION AND THE STATE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
BLAKISTON(J.R.).—THE TEACHER: HINTS:

ON ScHooL AGEMENT. Cr.8vo. 3s. 6d.
CALDERWOOD (Prof. H.).—ON Teacn-
ING. 4th Edit. Ext. fcp. 8vo. as. 6d.






GEOGRAPHY—HISTORY., 1

DAWSON (G. M.)and SUTHERLAND(A.).
ELEMENTARY GEOGRAPHY OF THE BRITISH
CoLoniEs. Globe 8vo. 2.

ELDERTON (W. A.).—Maprs AND Mar.
DrawING. Pott 8vo. 1s.

GEIKIE (Sir Archibald).—THE TEACHING OF
GEOGRAPHY. A Practical Handbook for the
use of Teachers. Globe 8vo. 2.

~—— GEOGRAPHY OF THE BriTisH IsLEs.
Pott 8vo. 1s.

GONNER (E. C. K.).—CommERCIAL GEO-
GRAPHY. Gl 8vo. 3s.

GREEN(J. R.and A, S.).—A SHORT GEOGRA
PHY OF THE BRITISH ISLANDS. Fcp.8vo. 3¢.6d.

GROVE (Sir George).—A PrIMER Oor G=mo-
GRArHY. Maps. Pott 8vo. 1s.

KIEPERT (H.ér— ManvaL orF
GROGRAPHY. . 8vo. s,

LUBBOCK (Rt. Hon. Sir John, Bart.).—THE
ScENERY OF SWITZERLAND, Illustrated. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

LYDE (L. W.).—MaN aND His MARKETS.
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. [Zn the Pyess.

MILL (H. R.).—ELEMENTARY CLAss-Boox
OF GENERAL GEOGRAPHY, Cr. 8vo. 3¢.6d.

SIME (James).—GroGgrAPHY OF EurorE.
With 1llustrations. Globe 8vo. 2s.

STRACHEY (Lieut.-Gen. R.).—LECTURES ON
GEOGRAPHY. Cr. 8vo. 4s.

SUTHERLAND (A.).—GEOGRAPHY OF VIC-
ToRIA. Pott 8vo. 1s.

—— CLAss Book oF GEOGRAPHY. With Maps.
Fcp. 8vo. 2s. 6d.

TOZER (H. F.).—A PrIMER OF CLASSICAL
GEoGRrRAPHY. Pott 8vo. 1s.

ANCIENT

GEOLOGY AND MINERALOGQY.

BLANFORD (W. T.).— GEOLOGY AND
ZooLOGY OF ABYVSSINIA. 8vo. a1s.

COAL: Its HisTory AnNp ITs Uses. By
Profs. GREEN, MiaLL, THoree, RUCKER,
and MARSHALL. 8vo. 1as.6d.

DAWSON (Sir J. W.).—Tue GEOLOGY OF
Nova Scoria, NEw BRUNSWICK, AND
PrINCE EDWARD ISLAND ; or, Acadian Geo-
fogy. 4th Edit. 8vo. 21s.

GEIKIE (Sir Archibald).—A PrimER or Gro-
roGy. Illustrated. Pott 8vo. 1s.

~— CraAss-Book orF Georogv. Illustrated.
Cr. 8vo. 4. 6d.

—— GEOLOGICAL SKETCHES AT HOME AND
ABRrOAD, Illust. 8vo. 10s.6d.

OvuTLINEs OoF FieLo Georogy. With

numerous Illustrations. Gl. 8vo. 3s.6d.

- Texr-Book oF GEOLOGY. lﬂsi:straud.
3rd Edit. Med. 8vo. 28s,

~— THE SCENERY OF ScoTLAND, Viewed in
conanection with its Physical Geology. and
Edit. Cr. 8vo. m:.ﬁiﬁ

HATCH (F. J ) and CHALMERS (J. A.).—
GoLp MINES OF THE RAND. Sup, roy. 8vo.
175. Det.

HULL (E.).—A TREATISE ON URNAMENTAL
AND BUILDING STONES OF GREAT BRITAIN
AND FOREIGN COUNTRIES. 8vo. 125,

KELVIN (Lord) —GEOLOGY AND GENERAL
Puvsics. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d.

LOEWENSON-LESSING(F.)--TABLES FOR
DETERMINATION OF Rock-FORMING MINE-
RALs. [ransl. by J W. GkEGORY. B8vo.
45. 6d. net.

PENNINGTON (Rooke).—~NOTES ON THE
Barrows AND BoNE CAVES OF DERBYSHIRE.
8vo. 6s.

PRESTWICH (J.).—ParErs ON GEOLOGY.
8vo. 10s. net.

—— CERTAIN PHENOMENA BELONGING TO THB
Last GEOLOGICAL PERIOD. 8vo. 25.6d. net.

ROSENBUSCH (H.).—MICROSCOPICAL Puy-
SIOGRAPHY OF THE ROCK-MAKING MINER-
ALs. By H. RosenBuscH. Translated by
J. P. IDDINGs. Illust. 8vo. 24s.

TARR (R. S.).— EconoMic GEOLOGY OF THE
UNITED STATES. 8vo. 16s. net.

WILLIAMS (G. H.).—ELEMENTS oF Cxv-
STALLOGRAPHY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

GLOBE LIBRARY. (S¢¢ LITERATURE, p.35.)
GLOSSARIES. (Ses DICTIONARIES.)

GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES.
(See LITERATURE, P. 35.)

GRAMMAR. (See PHILOLOGY.)
HEALTH. (See HYGIENE.)
HEAT. (See under PuysICs, p. 34.)
HISTOLOGY. (Se¢e PHYSIOLOGY.)

HISTORY.
(See also BIOGRAPHY.)

ACTON (Lord).—ON THE STUDY OF HISTORY.
Gl 8vo. 2s. 6d.

AMERICAN HISTORICAL REVIEW.
Quarterly. 8vo. 3s. 64. net.

ANNALS OF OUR TIME. A Diurnal of
Events, Social and Political, Home and
Foreign. By JoserH IrvING. 8vo.—Vol. L.
une 2oth, 1837, to Feb. 28th, 1871, 18s. ;

ol. I1. Feb. 24th, 1871, to June z4thl, !F 3

. Fel

18s, Also Vol. II. in 3 parts: Part
24th, 1871, to March 1gth, 18 1, 45.6d. ; Part
It to ﬂ:y 22nd, 1878,

karch 2oth, 1874,
¢s.6d.; Part 11, ‘ﬂﬁ a3id, 1878, 10 June
a4th, 1887, gs. Vol. I11. By H. H. Fvre.
Part I. June asth, 1887, to Dec. 20th, 18g0.
45.6d.; swd.3s.6d. Pt.IL 1891, 15.6d.;swd.1s.
ANDREWS (C. M.).—THE OLp ENGLISE
Manor: A Stupy IN Economic HisTory.
Royal 8vo. 6s. net.
ANNUAL SUMMARIES. Reprinted from
the 7¥mes. 2 Vols. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d. each.
ARNOLD (T.).—THE Seconp Punic Wax.
By THomas Arnorp, D.D. Ed. by W. T.
ARNOLD, M.A. With 8 Maps. Cr. 8vo. ss.
ARNOLD (W. T.) —A HISTORY OF THE
EarLY RoMAN EMPIRE. Cr.8vo. [/m prep.
BEESLY (Mrs.).—SToRIES FROM THE His-
TORY OF ROME. Fcp. 8vo. 2s.6d.
BLACKIE (Prof. John Stuart).—WHAT Doss
History TeacH?  Globe 8vo. 2. 6d.
BRETT (R. B.).—FOOTPRINTS OF STATRS-
MEN DURING THE EIGHTEENTH CENTURY
IN EngLAND. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
BRYCE (James, M.P.).—Txhe HoLy RocMaw
Emrire. 8th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 75 6d—
Library Edition. 8vo. 143.
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HOLM (A.).—HIisTorRY OF GREECE FROM
17S COMMENCEMENT TO THE CLOSE OF THE
INDEPENDENCE OF THE GREEK NATION.
Translated. 4 vols. Vols. I. and II. Cr.
8vo. 6s. net each. (Vol. IIl. in Press.

INGRAM (T. Dunbar).—A HISTORY OF THE
LEGISLATIVE UNION OF GREAT BRITAIN
AND IRELAND, 8vo. tos.

—— Two CHAPTERs OF Ir1sH HisTORY : 1. The
Irish Parliament of James I1.; 2. The Alleged
Violation of the Treaty of Limerick. 8vo. 6s.

JEBB (Prof. R. C.).—MopERN GrEECE. Two
Lectures. Crown 8vo. ss.

JENNINGS (A. C.).—CuroNoroGicAL Ta-
BLES OF ANCIENT HisTORY., 8vo. ss$.

KEARY (Annie).—Tue NATIONS AROUND
IsRAEL. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.

KING (G.).—New ORrLEANS, THE PLACE
AND THE PEOPLE. Cr. 8vo. 10s. 6d.

KINGSLEY (Charles).—THE ROMAN AND
THE TRUTON. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.

—— HisToricaL LecTures anm» Essavs.
Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

LABBERTON (R. H.). (Ses ATLASES.)

LEE.-WARNER (W.).—THE PROTECTED
PRINCES OF INDIA. 8vo. 10s. 6d.

LEGGE (Alfred O.).—THE GROWTH OF THE
Tnuroug.d PoweRrR oF THE Paracv. Cr.

LETHBRIDGE (Sir Roper).—A SHORT MAN-
vuAL OF THE HisTORY OF INDIA. Cr.8vo. ss.

—— THE WorLD's HisToRY. Cr.8vo,swd. 1s.

~——— HisTory or INDIA. Cr. 8vo. zs. ; sewed,
8.

—— HisTorvor ENGLAND. Cr.8vo,swd. 15.6d.

~— EaAsy INTRODUCTION TO THE HisTORY
AND GEOGRAPHY OF BENGAL. Cr.8vo. 1s.6d.

LIGHTFOOT (J. B ).—HisToricaL Essavs.
GL 8vo. ss.

LYTE (H. C. Maxwell).—A HisTorv or ETON

. COLLEGE, 1440—1884. Ill . 8vo. 218,

—— A HisTorY OF THE UNIVERSITY OF
OxrorD, FROM THE EARLIEST TiMES TO
THE YEAR 1530. 8vo. 16s.

MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.).—SociaL Lirg 1N
GREECE, FROM HoOMER TO MENANDER.
6th Edit. Cr. 8vo. ogs.

~—— GREEK LIFE AND THOUGHT, FROM THE
AGE OF ALEXANDER TO THE ROMAN CoN-
QUEBST. Cr 8vo. 12s.6d.

e THE GREEx WORLD UNDER ROMAN
Sway, rrRoM PoLyBius TO PLuTARCH. Cr.

108, 6d.

—— ProBLEMS IN GrEEk HisTorv,
8vo. 7s. 6d.

e~ HisTORY OF THE PToLEMIES. Cr. 8vo.
125, 6d.

MARRIOTT (J. A. R.). (See SELECT BIlo-
GRAPHY, p. 6.

MATHEW (E. J.).—FirsT SKETCH OF ENG-
LisH Historv. Part II. Gl 8vo. 2s.

MICHELET (M.).—A SUMMARY OoF MODERN
HisTory. Translated by M. C. M. Simp-
SON. Globe 8vo. 4s. 6d.

MULLINGER(]J. B.).—CAMBRIDGE CHARAC-
TERISTICS IN THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY.
Cr. 8vo. 4s.6d.

NORGATE (Kate).—ENGLAND UNDER THEB

GEVIN KiNGs. In 2 vols. 8vo. 3as.

Crown

OLTPHANT (Mrs. M. O. W.).—THE MAKERS
oF FLORENCE: DANTE, GIOTTO, SAVONA-
ROLA, AND THEIR CiTy Illustr. Cr. 8vo.
108, 6d.—Edition de Luxe. 8vo. 21s. net.

—— THE MAKERs oF VENICE : DoGEs, Con-
?vnons, PAINTERs, AND MEN oF LETTERS.

llustrated. Cr. 8vo. 105 6d.

—— RovarL EDINBURGH: HER_SAINTS,
KinGs, PROPHETS, AND POETS. Ilustrated
by Sir G. ReIp, R.S.A. Cr. 8vo. 10s. 64,

—— JErUSALEM, 1Ts HisTorv anD Horm.
Illust. Cr. 8vo. 10s. 6d.—Large Paper
Edit. sos. net.

—— THE REIGN OF QUEEN ANNE.
Ex. cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d. net.

—— THE MAKERS oF MoDERN RoMe. With
Ilustrations. 8vo. 2z1s.

OTTE (E. C.).—ScaNDINAVIAN HisToRY.
With Maps. Globe 8vo.

PALGRAVE (Sir F.).—HisTorv oF Nor-
MANDY AND OF ENGLAND. 4vols. 8vo. 4l.4s.

PARKIN (G. R.).—THE GREAT DOMINION.
Crown 8vo. 6s.

PARKMAN (Francis). — MONTCALM AND
WoLrg. Library Edition. Illustrated with
Portraits and Maps. 2 vols. 8vo. 12s.6d. each.

—— THE CoLLeEcTED WORKS oF FrANCIS
PARKMAN. Popular Edition. In 12 vols.
Cr. 8vo. ﬁ:. 6d. each.—PIONEERS OF FRANCE
IN THE NEwW WoRLD, 1 vol. ; THE JESUITS
IN NORTH AMERICA, 1 vol.; LA SaLrLe
AND THE DISCOVERY OF THE GREAT WEST,
1 vol.; THE OREGON TRraIL, 1 vol.; THE
OLD REGIME IN CANADA UNDER IS
XIV., 1 vol. ; CouNT FRONTENAC AND NEW
France uNDER Louis XIV., 1 vol. ; MoNTe
CALM AND WOLFE, 2 vols,; THE Con-
SPIRACY OF PONTIAC, 2 vols. ; A HaLr CEN-
TURY OF CONFLICT 2 vols.

—— THE OREGON TRAIL. Illustrated. Med.
8vo. 2ts.

PERKINS (J. B.).—FRANCE UNDER THE
ReGeNcy. Cr. 8vo. 8s.6d.

PIKE (L. O.).—ConsTiTuTiONAL HISTORY
or THE House or LoRrDs. 8vo. 12s.6d. net,

POOLE (R. L.).—A HisTory oF THE HuGus-
NOTS OF THE DISPERSION AT THE
or THE EpicT or NANTEs. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

PROWSE(D. W.).—HisTorY oF NEWFOUND-
LAND. 8vo. 21s. net.

RHODES ¢J. F.)—HisTory or THE UNITED
STATES FROM THE COMPROMISE OF 1850 TO
1880, Vols. I.II. 24s. Vol.IIL. 8vo. 12s.

ROGERS (Prof. J. E. Thorold).—HIsToRICAL
GLEANINGS. Cr. 8vo.—ist Series. 44, 6d.—
and Series.

ROTHSCHILD (F.).—PERSONAL CHARAC-
TERISTICS FROM FRENCH HIsTORY. 8vo.
108, 6d. net.

SAYCE (Prof. A. H.).—THE AncieNT Em-
PIRES OF THE EAsT. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

SEELEY (Sir ). R.).—LECTURES AND
Essavs. Globe 8vo. ss.

—— THE ExpansioN or ENGLAND. Two
Courses of Lectures, Globe 8vo. ss.

«— Our CoLoNIAL ExPansiON. Extracts
from the above. Cr. 8vo. 1s.

SEWELL (E. M.) and YONGE (C. M.).—
EuroreaN HisTORY : A SERIES oF HisTomi-
CAL SELECTIONS FROM THE BEST AUTHORI-
TIES. 2 vols. 3rd Edit. Cr.8vo. 6s.

Tllust.
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DANTE.

READINGS ON THE PURGATORIO OF DANTR.
Chiefly based on the Commentary of Bene
venuto da Imola. By the Hon. W. W,
VERNON, M.A. With an Introduction by
Dean CHURCH. 32 vols. Cr. Bvo, a4,

READINGS ON THE INFERNO OF DANTE. By
the Hon. W. W, VErRNON, M.A. With an
Introduction by Rev. E. Moore, D.D.
avols. Cr.8vo. 3o0s.

ComPANION TO DANTE. From G. A. Scar-
TAZZINL ByA. J. BUTLER. Cr. 8vo. 10s.6d.

#HOMER.

HoMEeRIC DICTIONARY. (Se¢ DICTIONARIES. )

THE ProBLEM oF THE Homeric PoEMS.
By Prof. W. D. GEpDEs. 8vo. 144,

HOMERIC SYNCHRONISM. An Inqun-By into
the Time Place of Homer. By the
Rt. Hon. W. E. GLADSTONE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

PriMER oF HoMER. By the Rt. Hon. W. E.
GLADSTONE. Pott 8vo. 14,

LaANDMARKS OF HOMERIC STUDY, TOGETHER
WITH AN Essay oN THE PoINTs or CoN.
TACT BETWEEN THE ASSYRIAN TABLETS
AND THE HoMeRIC TEXT. By the same,
Cr. 8vo. 2s.6d.

ComPANION TO THE ILIAD FOorR ENGLISH
READERS. By W.Lear. Cr.8vo. 7s.6d.

HORACE.

STupiES, LITERARY AND HISTORICAL, IN
THE ODEs or HoracE. By A. W. Ver.
RALL, Litt.D. 8vo. 8s.6d.

SHAKESPEARE.

A PRIMER OF SHAKSPERE. By Prof. Dow-
DEN. Pott 8vo. 1s.

A SHAKESPEARIAN GRAMMAR. By Rev.
E. A. AssoTT. Ext. fcp.8vo. 6s.

.A SHAKESPEARE CONCORDANCE. By J.BART-
LETT. 4to. 42s. net.; half mor., 65:. net.

SHAKESPEAREANA GENEALOGICA. G.R.
FRENCH. 8vo. 1ss.

A SELECTION FROM THE LivEs IN NorTH'S
PLUTARCH WHICH ILLUSTRATE SHAKESe
PEARE'S PLavs. KEdited by Rev. W. W,
SkeaT, M.A. Cr, 8vo. 6s.

SHORT STUDIES OF SHAKESPEARE'S PLOTS.
By Prof. CyriL RaNsoME. Cr.8vo. 3’:‘6&
—Also separately : HAMLET, od.; Mac-
BETH, 9d. ; TEMPEST, 9d.

CALIBAN: A Critique on ‘‘The T "
and ‘ A Midsummer Night's Dream.” By
Sir DANIEL WILSON, 8vo. 10s. 6d.

TENNYSON.

A CompanioN TO ‘“IN MEMORIAM.” By
EL1zaBETH R. CHAPMAN. Globe8vo. as.

¢IN MEMORIAM "-ITS PURPOSE AND STRUC-
;‘un: A Stupv. By J. F. GenunG. Cr.

vo. sS.

Essavs oN THE IpvLLs or THE KING. 63.’
H. LitTLEpALE, M.A. Cr. 8vo. 4s.

A STUDY oF THE WORKS OF ALFRED LORD
TeNNvsoN. By E. C. TainsH. New
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THACKERAY.

THACKERAY: A Study.
Cr. 8vo. 3s.

WORDSWORTH. )

WORDSWORTHIANA : A Selectinn of ;asnrs
read to the Wordsworth Socletzd' ted
by W. KnigHT. Cr. 8vo. 7s.

By A. A. Jack.

Pootxl'y and the Drama.
ALDRICH (T. B.n.p—'rm Si1sTERS’ TRA-
GEDY : with other Poems, Lyrical and Dra.
matic. Fcp. 8vo. 3¢. net.
ALEXANDER(C. F.)--Pogms. Gl.8vo. 75.64.

AN ANCIENT CITY : AND OTHER POEMS.
Ext. fcp. 8vo.

ANDERSON (A.).—BALLADS AND SONNETS.
Cr. 8vo. ss.

ARNOLD (Matthew). — THE CoMPLETR
PoeticaL Works. New Edition. 3 vols.
Cr. 8vo. é 6d. each; Globe 8vo, s5s. each.

Vol. 1. EARLY PoEMS, NARRATIVE PoEMs
AND SONNETS.

Vol. 2. Lvric aAND ELEGIAC PoEMS.

Vol. 3. DRAMATIC AND LATER POEMS.

—— CoMmrPLETE PorTICAL WORKS. 1 vol.
Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d.

~— SELECTED PoEms. Pott 8vo. 2s. 6d. net.

AUSTIN (Alfred).—PoEeTicAL WORKS. New
Coll Edition. 7 vols. Cr. 8vo. ss. each.
Vol. 1. THE ToWER OF BABEL.
Vol. 2. SAVONAROLA, etc.
Vol. 3. PRINCE LucIFER.
Vol. 4. THE HuMAN TRAGEDY.
Vol. 5. LyricaL Poems.
Vol. 6. NARRATIVE PoEMS.
Vol. 7. FORTUNATUS THE PESSIMIST.
~—— SOLILOQUIES IN SOoNG. Cr. 8vo. .
—— AT THE GATE oF THE CONVENT: and
other Poems. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
—— MADONNA's CHILD. Fecp. 8vo. 25.6d.net.
—— ROME OR DEATH. Cr. 4to. gs.
—— THE GOLDEN AGE. Cr. 8vo. ~ ss.
—— THE SeasON. Cr. 8vo. ss.
—— Love's Wipownoopn. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
—— ENGLISH Lvrics. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.
—— ENGLAND's DARLING. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

BETSY LEE: A Fo'c's'LE YARN. Ext. fop.
Bvo. 3s. 6d.

BLACKIE (J. S.).—MgEssis VITAE : Gleanings
of Song from a Happy Life. Cr.8vo. 4s.6d.

~—— THE WisE MEN OF GREECE. Ina genu
of Dramatic Dialogues. Cr. 8vo. gs.

—— GOETHE'S FAUST. Translated into Eng-
lish Verse. and Edit. Cr. 8vo. gs.

BLAKE. (Se¢e BIOGRAPHY, p. 4.)

BROOKE (Stopford A.).—RIQUET OFr THE
TurT: A Love Drama. Ext. cr. 8vo. 6s.

—— PoemMs. Globe 8vo. 6s.

BROWN (T. E.).—TuE Manx WITCH: and
other Poems. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

—— OLD JOHN, AND OTHER PoEMS. Cr.8vo. 6s.

BURGON (Dean).—PoEMms. Ex.fcp.8vo. 4s.64.

BURNS. THE PoeTicAL Works. With a
Biographical Memoir by A. SMITH. In 2 vols.
Fcp.8vo. 10s. (Seealso GLOBE LIBRARY,p. 25.)

BUTLER (Samuel).—Hupieras. Edit. by
ALFPRED MILNES. Fcp. 8vo.—Part 1. 35.6d.}
Parts 11. and III. 4s. 6d.

BYRON. (S¢¢GoLDEN TREASURY SERIES, p.25)

CALDERON.—SgLECT PLavs. Edited by
NormAN MaccoLL. Cr. 8vo. 14s.

CARR (J. Comyns).—KING ARTHUR. A
Drama, as performed at the Lyceum. 8vo
25, net ; sewed, 1s. cet.

CAUTLEY (G. S.).—A CenTurRY or Em.
BLEMs., With Illustrations by Lady Marion
ALrorRD. Small 4to. 10s. 64,

CHAUCER.—CANTERBURY TALEs. Edit. by
A. W. PoLLARD. 2 vols. GL 8vo. 10s.

—— THE RiCHES oF CHAUCER. With Notes
by C. CownEN CLARKE. Cr. 8vo. 7s.6d.

CLOUGH (A. H.).—Poewms. Cr. Bvo. 7s.6d..

-— T1ONS FROM THE PoEMs. Pott
8vo. 3s. 6d. net.
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MYERS (F. W. H.).—THE RENEWAL OF
YouTH : and other Poems. Cr.8vo. 7s.6d.

= ST. PAUL: A Poem. Ext.fcp.8vo. 25.6d.

NORTON (Hon. Mrs.).—THE Lapy or La
Garave. gth Edit. Fcp. 8vo, 4s.6d.

PALGRAVE (Prof. F.T.).—ORriGINAL HyMNS.
3rd Edit. Pott 8vo. 1s.6d.

«—— Lvric\L PoEMs. Ext, fcp. 8vo. 6s.

= VisioNS OF ENGLAND. (g' 8vo. 7. 6d.

= AMENOPHIS. Pott 8vo. 4s.6d.

PALGRAVE (W. G.).—A VisioN or Lire:
SEMBLANCE AND REALITY. Cr. 8vo. 7s. net.

PATERSON (A. B..—MAN FrROM SNoOwY
RivER. Cr.8vo. 6s.

PEEL (Edmund).—EcHoes rrom Homms :
and other Poems. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d

POPE. (Se¢e GLOBE LIBRARY, p. 25.)

RAWNSLEY (H. D.).—Poewms, Barraps,
AND Bucorics. Fcp. 8vo. ss.

ROSCOE (W. C.).—Poems. Edit. by E. M.
Roscog. Cr. 8vo. 7s. net.
ROSSETT! (Christina).—Poems. New Col-

dition. Globe 8vo. 7s.6d.

—— New Poems. Hitherto unpublished or
uncollected. Edited by W. M. RossETTI.
ha sﬂvo S” e A N Rb; Book.

—— SING-SONG : ursery
Small 4to. Illustrated. 4s. 6d. yme

—— GoBLIN MaRkET. Illust. Fcp. 8vo.

~—— RosseTT! BIRTHDAY Book. Edited
O. ROSSETTI. 16mo. 2s. 6d.

8COTT.—THE Lay OF THE LASsT MINSTREL,
and THE LApy or THE Lake. Edited by
Prof. F. 1. PALGRAVE, 1s.

«— THE LAY oOF THE LasT MINSTREL. By
G. H. StuarT, M.A,, and E. H. ELLI0T,
B.A. Globe 8vo. 2s.—Canto l.9d—Cnn¢os
L.—I1I. and IV.—VI. 1s. 3d. each; sewed,

5. each.
e MarMioN. Edited by M!cuu:l. Mac:
MILLAN, B A, 35.; sewed, 2s.

— MARM!ON and TxE Lorp or THE IsLzs.
Prof. F. T. PALGRAVE. 1s.

— Tnx Lapby or THE Laxe. By G. H
STUuARrT, M.A. Gl 8vo. 25 64.; swd. 25.—
Canto 1., sewed, 9d.

— RokesY. By MicHasL MacMILLAN,
B.A. 3s.; sewed, as. 64,

(See also GLOBE LIBRARY, p. 25.)

SHAIRP (John {beu).—GLEN DESSERAY:
and other Poems, Lyrical and Elegm: Ed.
by F. T. PALGRAVE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

SHAKESPEARE.—THE Works OF WiLLIAM
SHAKESPEARE. C Edition. New
and Revised Edition, by W. ALD1s WRIGHT,
M.A. g vols. 8vo. 108. 6. each.—Edition
de Luxe. 40 vols. Suy roy. 8vo. 6s. each net.

e—— —— Victoria Edition. 1n 3 vols.—Coms-
pies; Histories; TRAGEDIES. Cr. 8vo.
6s, each.

—— Tue TEMPEST. With Introduction and
Notes, by K. DeiGHTON.. Gl.8vo. 14. 9d.

e MucH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. as.

«—— A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM. 1s.9d.

—— THE T OF VENICE. 1s.9d.

e As You Like IT. 15.9d.

= TWELFTH NIGHT. 1$.9d.

~—— THE WINTER'S TALE. ‘2s.

e KING JOHN. 15.9d.

RICHARD I1. 1s.0d.

o HENRY IV, Partl. 3s.6d.; sewed, as.

emee HENRY IV, PartIl. ss Gd. sewed, as.

SHAKESPEARE. — Comoumvs
DEIGHTON. 2s. 6d. ; se:

~—— HENRY V. 1s.

— RiICHARD lll y C. H. TAwWNEY, M.A,
25. 6d. ; sewed

—— HENRY Vlil By K. DRIGHTON. 1s.94d,

—— ROMEO AND JULIET. 2s. 6d.; sewed, 23,

—— Jurius CmsAR. 1s.qd.

ACBETH. 15.94.

—— HAMLET. 25.6d.; sewed, as

—— KING LEAR. 1s. 9d.

—— OTHELLO. 2s.

—— ANTONYAND CLROPATRA. 25.6d.; swd. as,

—— CVYMBELINR. 2s.6d.; sewed, as.
(See also GLOBE LIBRARY, p. 25; GOLDEN
TREASURY SERIES, p. 26.)
SHELLEY.—ComPLETE POETICAL WORKS.
Edited by Prof. DowDEN. Portrait. Cr. 8vo,
75.6d. (See GOLDEN TREASURYV SERIES, p. 26.)

SKRINE (J. H.).—JoAN 1HE MamD. Ex, cr.
8vo. 6s. 6d.

SMITH (C. Barnard).—PoEms. Fcp. 8vo. ss.

SMITH (Horace).—PoEMs. Globe 8vo. ss.

— InTERLUDES. Cr. 8vo. ss.

~—— INTERLUDES. Second Series. Cr. 8vo. ss.

SPENSER.—FAIRIE QUEENE. Book I. By
H.&Pnncwn, M.A. Gl 8vo. 3s.; swd.,
as.

~—— SHEPHEARD'S CALENDAR. C. H.
Herrorp, Litt.D. Gl. 8vo. 2s. 61
(See also GLOBE LiBRaARY, p. 25.)
STEPHENS (J. B.).—ConvicT Once: and
other Poems. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d.
STRETTELL (Alma).—SpANISH AND ITAL.
1AN FoLk SonGs. Illustr. Roy.16mo. 125.6d.
S\&MONBS (Arthur). — Davs ANp NIGHTS.
vo. 6s.

TENNYSON (Lord).—CoMPLETE WORKS.
New and Enlarged Edition, with Portrait.
Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d.—School EJstwn. In Four
Parts. Cr. 8vo. as. 6d. each

—— PoeticaL Works. Pocket Edition.
Pott 8vo, morocco, gilt edges. 7s. 6d. net.

—— WoRKkS. Library Edition. In g9 vols.
Globe 8vo. tef‘ each. [Each volume may be

—Poxus, 2vols.—IDyLLS oF

mG 'HE PRINCESS, and Maup.—

Euocu ARDEN, and IN MEMORIAM.—BaAL-

LADs, and other Poems.—QUEEN MRy, and

HaroLp,—BECKET, and other Plays.—
DEMETER, and other Poems.

= WORKS. Ext fcp. 8vo. Edition,on Hand.
made P In 10 vols. (supplied in sets
only). s/ od—Euu.v 0EMS.—LUCRE-
TIUS, Poems.—IDVLLS OF THE
KING.—THE PRINCESS, and MAUD.—ENocH
AxDEN, and IN MEMORIAM.—QUEEN MARY,
and HaroLD.—BALLADS, and other Poems,
—BeckeT, THE Cur.—THE FORESTERS,
THe FarcoN, Tue ProMise or Mav.—
va%sus, ;ni{ other Poems.

—— WORKS. Miniatuye Edition, in 16 vols.,
viz. THE POETICAL WORKS. 12 vols. in &
box. sy.—'l‘n: DramaTIC WORKS. 4 vols
In a box. 10s.

—— The Oﬂguul Editions. Fep. 8vo.
PoEMS.

Maup: mdod:er Poems. 38.6d.

THE PRINCESS. 3. 6d.

THE HoLv GRAIL: and other Poems. ¢5.6d.
BALLADS : oems 5.

HazroLp: A Drama.

QUEEN MARY: ADruu. 6s.

By K.
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HALES (Prof. J. W.).—LonGer ENcLism
PoEmMs. With Notes, Philological an:
tory, and an Introduction on the Teach
of English. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 4s. 6d.
MACDONALD (George).—ENGLAND'S AM
TIPHON. Cr. 8vo. 4s.6d.
IART?N (F.). (See Books FOr THE YOUNG,
P 4
MASSON (R. O.and D.).—THREE CENTURIES
oF ENGLISH PoETRY. Being Selections from
ucer to Herrick. Globe 8vo. 3s. 6d.
PALGRAVE (Prof. F. T.).—THE GoLDEM
‘TREASURY OF THE BEST SONGS AND LyRicaL
PoEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. Large
Cr. 8vo. 10s.6d. (See also GOLDEN
TREASURY SERIES, p. 2§; BOOKXS FOR THB
YOUNG, p. 49.)
SMITH (Goldwin).—Bay Leaves. Trans-
Inttons from Latin Poets. Globe 8vo, ss.

I

}—"“"" 1SH POETS, Sel

mth“ntlnnl y various Writers,
and a General Introducnon MATTHEW
Arnorp. Edited H. Warp, M.A,

4 vols. 2nd Edit. 8vo Vol. 1. Cuau-
CER TO DONNE, 75.6d. ; 11. BEN JoNsON TO
Dnvmm, {;r 64’. 1I1. AppisoN To BLaAkB,
;: 64 WORDSWORTH TO TENNYSON,

—— Appendix to Vol. IV. containing BRowN-
ING, ARNOLD, and TENNvYsON. Cr.8vo. as.

WOODS (M. A.).—A FirsT PoxTrY Book.

Fep. Bvo. as.

—— A SeconD PorTRY Book. 2 Pu-u. Fep.
8vo. 2. 6d. each.—Complete, 4s.

«— A THIRD PoETRY BoOK. !’cp Bvo. 48.6d.

WORDS FROM THE POETS. Witha Vig-
netteand Frontispiece. 12th Edit. Pott8vo. 1s.

Prose Fiction.
AUSTEN (Jane). — PRIDE AND PREJUDICE.
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 64.
—— SENSE AND SENSIBILITY, Illustrated.
Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

BIKELAS (D.).—Loukis LAus, or, The

Reminiscences of a ChwteMmhmr:;im
the Greek War of Independence
by J. GENNADIUS. Cr. 8vo. 7. 6d.
BJORN! SON (B.).—SYNNOVE SOLBAKKEN.
ed by JuLIE SUTTER. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

lOcI:DREWOOD (Rolf).— Uniform Edition.

ROBBERY b,nnnn Axrms.

Tue MINER'S RIGHT.

THE SQUATTER’S DREAM.

A SYDNEV-SIDB SAXON.

A CoLONIAL RBFORMER.

NEVERMORE., | A MODERN BUCCANEER.
= THE CROOKED STICK. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
~—— OLD MELBOURNE MEMORIES, Cr.8vo. 6s.
= THE SPHINX OF EAGLEHAWK. Fcp.8vo. 2s.
BORROW (G.). —LavENGRo. Illustrated.

Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

BURNETT(F. H.).-HaworTH's. Gl. 8vo. a2,
«— LouisiaNa, and THAT Lass o’ Lowzis's.

Illustrated. Cr.Bvo. 35.6d.

CALMIRE. 2vols, Cr.8vo. a1s.
CARMARTHEN (Marchioness

Lover oF THE BeauTIFUL. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

eouwu (H&h). — A FamiLy Arran

—lenmonDnn Cr. 8vo. 13s.6d.

of). — A

COOPER (k. H.).—Ricuarp Escort. Cr.

CORBETT (Julian).—THE FALL OF ASGARD:
A Tale of St. Olaf’s Day. z2vols. Gl. 8vo. 12s.

—— For Gob anp GoLp. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

—— KoPHETUA THE THIRTEENTH. 2 vols,
Globe 8vo. 1as.

COTES (E.).—THE STORY OF SONNY SAHIB.
Fcp. 8vo. 2s. (See also under DUNCAN.)

CRLIK (Mm.)—Uvufom Edition. Cr. 8vo.

B
THE OGILVIES. Also Globe 8
AcaTHA's HusBanD. Also Glo
THE or THE FamiLy.
Two MaRRiaGES. Also Globe 8vo, as.
Tue LAUREL Busn. | My MoTHER aND I.
Miss Tommy: A Medizval Romance.
KiNG ArRTHUR: Not a Love Story.
CRAWFORD (F.Marion).— Uniform Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d. each.
MRg. Isaacs: A Tale of Modern India.
Dx. CLauDIUS.
A ROMAN SINGER. | ZOROASTER.
A TaLE OF A LONELY PaARiSH.
MaRrz10’s CruciFix. | PauL Partorr.
WiTH THE IMMORTALS.
GREIFENSTEIN. | SANT' ILARIO.
A CIGARETTE MAKER S ROMANCE.
KHALED : A Tale of Arabia.
THE WiTCH OF PRAGUE.
THE THRER FATES. | Don ORsINoO.
CHILDREN OF THE KING.
PIETRO GHISLERI. | MARION DARCHE.
KATHARINE LAUDERDALE.
—— THE RaLsTONs, Cr. 8vo. 6s.
—— Casa Braccro. 2 vols. Gl 8vo. 12s.
~—— Love 1N IDLENESs. Fcp. 8vo. 2s.
——— ADAM JOoHNSTONE's SoN. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
CUNNINGHAM (Sir H. S.).—Tuz Cazvo-
LEANS : A Vacation Idyll. Cr.Bvo. 3s.6d.
—— Tue Herios. Cr. 8vo. 34.
—~— WHEAT AND Tares. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.
—— SiBYLLA. 2 vols. Gl. 8vo. 12s.
CURTIN (J. ).—Hno T.u.ss OF IRELAND.
Ex. cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d. n
DAHN Felix). —Flucrus. Translated by
.E. Cr. 8vo. 4s.6d.
DAVIS (R. H.).—THE PRINCESS ALINE.
Fcp. 8vo. 1s. 6d.
DAY (Rev. Lal Belm-i) —BENGAL PrAsaNT
Lire. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
—— FoLx TaLEs oF BENGAL. Cr Bvo. 4s.6d
DEFOE (D.). (See GLOBE LIBRARY, p. 251
GOLDEN TREASURY SBRIES, p. 35.)
DEMOCRACY . Anx AMERICAN NoveL. Cr.

a.vo, 2.

Bvo. 4s.6d.
DICKENS (Chlrles) Uniform KEdition.
Cr. 8vo. 1s. 6d. each.
TuE Picxwick PAPERs.
Oriver Twist. | NicHoLas NickLEsY.

MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT,
THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP.
BarnaBy RupGe. | DoMBEY AND SoN.
CHRISTMAS BoOks. | SKETCHES BY Boz.
DAvip COPPERFIELD.
AMERICAN NoOTEs, AND PICTURES FROM
ITALv.

BLEAK Housk.

—— THE PosTHUMOUS PAPERS OF THE PIcx-
wick CLuB. Illust. C. Dickens,
Jun. 2 vols. Ext. cr. 8vo. axs.
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KINGSLEY (C.).—Complete Edition. Cr.
35. 6d. eaca —WESTWARD Ho! With

a Portrut — HvPATIA. — YEAST. — ALTON
LockeE. — Two YEARs AGo. — HEREWARD

THE WAKE.
~—— Pocket Edition. Pott 8vo. 1s.6d. each.

HyYPATIA. —ALTON LOCKE. — WESTWARD
Ho! 2z vols.—HEREwWA«D THE WAKE.—
Two YEARS AGO. 2 vols.—VEAST.

KIPLING (Rudya.rd) ~—PLAIN TALES FROM
THE HiLrs. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

——— THE LiGHT THAT FaiLED. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

«— LirE's HANDICAP : Being Stories of mine
own People. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

= Manv INvENTIONS. Cr, 8vo. 6s.

~——— SoLDIERS THREE, ETC. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

——— WEE WILLIE WINKIE, ETC. Cr.8vo. 6s.

LAFARGUE (Philip).—THe NEw JUDGMENT
oF Paris. 2 vols. Globe 8vo. 12s.

LEE (Margaret).—FAITHFUL AND UNFAITH.
roL. Cr. 8vo 3s.6d.

LEVY (A.).—REUBEN Sacus. Cr.8vo. 3s.6d.

LITTLE PILGRIM IN THE UNSEEN, A,
24th Thousand. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d.
"LITTLE PILGRIM IN THE UNSEEN,
Cr " (Author of ).—THE LAND oF DARKNESS.
8vo. s,

LOVER (S.).—Hanpvy AnpY. Illustrated.
Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

LYSAGHT (S R.).—THE MarrLoT. Cr.

LYTTON (Earl of ).—Tus RING oF AMasIS|
A Romance. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.

McLENNAN (Malcolm).—MuckLe Jocxk}
and other Stories of Peasant Life tn the North.
Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.

MACMILLAN (M. K.). —DAGONET THE
JESTER. Cr. 8vo. 3s.

MACQUOID (K. S.).—ParTv. Gl 8vo. as.

MADOC (Fayr) —THE STORY OF MELICENT,

. 8vo. 4s.6d.

MALET (Lucas Mss Lonuum A Sketch
in Black Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.

MALO)RY (Sn' Thos.) (See GLOBE LI1BRARY,
P 2

MARRYAT (Capt.).—JAPHET IN SEARCH OF
A Fatuer. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.

—— Jacos Farturur. Illust. Cr.8vo. 3s.6d.

—— PgTER SimpLE. Illust. Cr. 8vo. 3s.64.

—— MipsHipMAN Easv. Illust. Cr. 8vo.

(I the Press.

—— THE PuANTOM SHrp. Illust. Cr. 8vo.

[Zn the Press.
~—— THE KING's OwN. Illust. Cr. 8vo.
[In the Press.

—— Poor Jack. Illust. Cr. 8vo. [/m Press.

—— THE DoG-F1END. Illust. Cr.8vo. [/ Press.

MASON (A. E. W.,).—THE COURTSHIP OF
MoRRICE BucKLER. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

MINTO (W.).—THE MEDIATION OoF RALPH
HarDELOT. 3vols. Cr.B8vo. 31s.6d.

MITFORD (A. B ).—TALI‘.S oF OLD Jaran.
With Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.

MIZ MAZE, THE; or, THE WINKWORTR
Puzzis. A Story in Letters by Nine
Authors. Cr. 8vo. 4s.6d.

MORIER (J.).—Hajn BaBa or IspanAN.
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.

MURRAY (D. Christie). — AUNT RACHEL.
Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.

~——— ScCHWARTZ. Cr.8vo. 3s 6d.

—— THE WEAKER VEssEL, Cr.8vo. 3¢.6d.

= JOHN VALE'S GUARDIAN. Cr.8vo. 3s.6d.

MURRAY (D. Christic)and HERMAN (H.).
—Hg FeLL AMONG THiEVES. Cr.8vo. 35.64.

NEW ANTIGONE, THE: A ROMANCE.
Cr. Bvo. 3s.6d.

NOEL (Lady Augusta).—HITHERSEA MERE,
3 vols. Cx'y 8vo. 31s.6d.

NORRIS (W. E.).—Mv Frienp Jim. Glcbe

8vo. 2s.

—— CHRis. Globe 8vo. 2s.

NORTON (Hon. Mrs.).—OLp Sik Dove-
Las. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

OLIPHANT (Mrs. M. O. W.).—Unriform
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d. each.

A Son oF THE SoiL.

THE CURATE IN CHARGE.

YouNG MUSGRAVE. | Sir Tom.

HE THAT WILL NOT WHEN HE MAY.

THE Wizarp's SoN. | HESTER.

A CouNTRY GENTLEMAN AND His FamiLy.

THE SEcONC SON.

THE MARRIAGE OF ELINOR

NEIGHBOURS ON THE GREEN. | JovcE.

A BeLEAGUERED CITY. | KIRSTEEN.

THE RAILWAY MAN AND HIS CHILDREN.

THE HEIR-PRESUMPTIVE AND THE HEIR-
APPARENT,

LADY WiLLIAM.

PALMER (Lady Sophia).—Mgs. PENICOTT'S
LoDGER : and other Stories. Cr.8vo. 2s.6d.

PARRY (Gambier).—THE SToRY OF DIck.
Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

PATER (Walter).—MARIUS THE EPICUREAN 3
His SensaTioNs AND IDEAS. 3rd Edit. s
vols. 8vo. 1ss.

PATERSON (A.).—A SoN oF THE PLAINS.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

PEACOCK (T. L.).—MaID MARIAN, ETC.
Illustrated. Cr, 8vo. 3s. 6d.

—— HeapLoNG HAaLL AND NIGHTMARE AB-

BEY. Illust. Cr. 8vo. 3s.
—— GrvLL Grange. Illust. Cr.8vo. 3s. 6d.
~— MELINCOURT. Illustr. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.

PHILLIPS (F. E.). — THE EDUCATION OF
ANTONIA. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

PRICE (E. C.)—IN THE LioN’s MouTa.
Cr. 35. 6d.

VO,
RHOADES %)—Tun STORY OF JOHN TrE.
VENNICK. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 64.

ROSS (Pex;.z) —A stcvlm'r Lasse. Cr.
ROY (Ne:l) —Tur HorseMmAN's WorD., Cr.

R?SSELL . Clark).—Maroonep. Cr.
vo.

—— A STRANGE ELOPEMENT. Cr. 8vo. 35.6d.
ST. JOHNSTON (A) —A Sou'rn Sza
Lover: A Romance. Cr.8vo. 6s.
SCOTT (M.).—Tom CRINGLE’ s Loa.

trated. Cr, 8vo. 3s. 6d.
SHIPTON (Helen). — THE Herons. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

SHORTHOUSE (J. Heary).— Uniform Edi-
tion. Cr.8vo. 13s.6d. uc};.

OHN INGLESANT: A Romance.

LANCHE, LADY FaLAISE.

Illus-
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BRUNTON (Dr. T. L.).—TaBLES oF Ma-
TERIA Mypica: A Coupanion to the
Materia Medica Museum 3vo. ss.

= AN INTRODUCTION TO MODERN THERA-
PRUTICS Croonian Lectures on the Rela-
tionship between Chemical Structure and
Physiological Action. 8vo. 3s. 64 net.

ODERN Dzvuonun‘rs or HARVEY'S
WORK. 8vo. azs.

BUCKNILL (Dr ).—TuE CARE oF THE IN-
SANE. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.

CARTER (R. Brudenel], F.C.S..—A Prac-
TICAL TREATISE ON DISEASES OF THE EvE.
8vo. 16s.

e EvEsIGHT, GooD AND Ban, Cr. 8vo. 6s.

—— MODERN OPERATIONS FOR CATARACT.
8vo. 6s.

{COWELL (George).—LECTURES ON CATA-
RACT : ITs CAUSES, VARIETIES, AND TREAT-
MENT. Cr. 8vo. 4s.6d.

ECCLES (A. S.).—ScIATICA. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

~—— PRACTICE OF MassAGE. Ex. cr. 8vo.
78. 6d. net.

FLOCKIGER (F. A.) and HANBURY (D.).

—PHARMACOGRAPHIA. A History of the
Principal Dru, of Vegetable Ongm met
with in Great India. 8vo. a21s.

#OTHERGILL (Dr. J. Milner).—THE PrAC-
TITIONER'S HANDBOOK oF TREATMENT;
or, The Principles of Therapeutics. 8vo. 16s.

==— THE ANTAGONISM OF THERAPEUTIC
AGENTS, AND WHAT IT TEACHES, Cr. 8vo. 6s.

——— F00D FOR THE INVALID, THE CONVALES-
CENT, THE DYSPEPTIC, AND THE GoUTY.

and Edit. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6d.

I‘OX (Dr. Wilson). —ON THE ARTIFICIAL
PRODUCTION OF TUBERCLE IN THE LowEr
ANiMaLs. With Plates. 4to. ss. 64,

—— ON THE TREATMENT OF HYPERPYREXIA,
AS ILLUSTRATED IN ARTICULAR
RHEUMATISM BY MEANS OF THE EXTERNAL
ArpLICATION OF CoLD. 8vo. 2s.6d.

GILLIES (H. C.).—COUNTER-IRRITATION.

6s. net.

GRIFFITHS (W. H.).—LEssoNs oN Pze-
SCRIPTIONS AND THE ART OF PRESCRIBING.
New Edition, Pott 8vo. 3s. 6d.

HAMILTON (Prof. D. J.).—ON THE PATHO-
LOGY OF BRONCHITIS, CATARRHAL PNEU-
MONIA, TUBERCLE, AND ALLIED LESIONS OF
THE HumaN LunG. 8vo. 8s.6d.

+—— A TExT-BoOK OF PATHOLOGY, SVSTE-
MATIC AND PRAcTICAL. Illustrated. B8vo.
Vol. I. 21s.’net. Vol. IL in 2 parts. 15s.
each net.

HANBURY (Daniel). — ScIENCE Parmsms,
CHIEFLY PHARMACOLOGICAL AND Borawmi-
CAL. Med. 8vo. 145.

HAWKINS (H. P.).—DISEASES OF THE VER-
MIFORM APPENDIX. 8vo. 7s. net.

KAHLDEN (C.).—MEgTHODS OF PATHOLO-
cicar HistoLogy. Transl. by H. M.
FLETCHER. 8vo. 6s.

KANTHACK (A. A.) and DRYSDALE

H.).—ELEMENTARY PRACTICAL Bac-
TERIOLOGY. Cr. 8vo. 4. 6d.
KLEIN (Dr E.).—Mtcno-OnGAmsus AND
An Introduction into the Study
nf Srcnﬁc Micro-Organisms. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
BACTERIA IN ASIATIC CHOLERA.
Cr. 8vo. ss.

LEPROSY INVESTIGATION COMMIT-
TEE L URNAL Edited by
M A Nos 2—4. 8vo.

RAHAM,
u Gd each net.

~—— Prize Essavs. By E. S. EHLERs and
S. P. ImpEY. 8vo. 3s.6d. net.

LINDSAY (Dr. J. A.). — THE CLiMATIC
TREATMENT OF CoNsUMPTION. Cr.8vo. ss.

MACDONALD(G.)—DiseAsEs OF THE NOSE.
2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 10s. 6d. net.

MACLAGAN (Dr. T.).—THE GErRM THEORY.
8vo. 1o0s. 6d.

MACLEAN (Surgeon-General W. C.).—Dis-
EASEs OF TroricaL CLIMATES. . 8vo.
x08. 6d.

MERCIER (Dr. C.).—THE NERVOUS SYSTEM
AND THE MIND. 8vo. 1as.

NEWMAN (G.).—DECLINE AND Ex-rmcnou
OF LEPROSY. 8vo. as.6d. net.

PIFFARD (H. G.).—AN ELEMENTARY TREA-
TISE ON DISEASES OF THE SKIN. 8vo. 16s.

PRACTITIONER, THE : InDEX TO VoOLS.

1.-L. 8vo. 10s.6d.

REYNOLDS (Sir J. R.
ciNe. Edited . RUSSELL REYNOLDS,
Bart, M.D,, To s vols, Vols. L—IIL and

8vo. 2ss. each.—Vol. IV. a1s.

RICHARDSON (Dr. B. W.).—DISEASES oF
MopErN Lire. Cr. 8vo.

—— THe FieLp or Disease. A Book of
Preventive Medicine. 8vo. 25s.

SEATON (Dr. Edward C.).—A Hanpsoox
oF VacciNaTiON. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 8s. 6d.
SEILER (Dr. Carl).—MICRO-PHOTOGRAPHS
IN HisToLoGY, NORMAL AND PATHOLOGI-

CAL. 4to. 31s.6d.

SIBSON (Dr. Francis).—CoLLECTED WoORKS.
Edited by W. M. Orp, M.D. Illustrated.
4 vols. 8vo. 3/ 3s.

SPENDER (J. Kent).—THERAPEUTIC MEANS
FOR THE RELIERF OF PAIN. 8vo. 8s. 6d.

SURGERY (THE IN1ERNATIONAL
ENCYCLOPAEDIA OFd). A Systematic
Treatise on the an Pnctu:e of Sure

by Authors of various Nations. Edited
monn Asluwns'r, :un., M.D. 7 vols

-A SYSTEM OF MEDI-

Roy. 8vo. 31s. 64.
THORNE (Dr. Thorne)—DmnTuzku. Cr.

WHITE (Dr W. Hale).—A TexT-Book oF
GENERAL THERAPEUTICS. Cr. 8vo. 8. 6d.

WILLIAMS (C. T.).—AERO-THERAPEUTICS.
8vo. 6s. net.

ZIEGLER (Ernst).—A TexT-Book or Pa.
THOLOGICAL ANATOMY AND PATHOGENESIS.
Translated and Edited DonaLp Mac-
ALISTER, M.A,, M.D. Illustrated. 8vo.—
Part 1. GENERAL PATHOLOGICAL ARATOMY.
125. 6d.—Part II. SPECIAL PATHOLOGICAL
AnaToMY. Sections [.—VIIL. and IX.—
XII. 8vo. 12s. 6d. each.

METALLURGY.
(See also CHEMISTRY.)

HIORNS (Arthur H.).—A Texr-Boox ory
ELEMENTARY METALLURGY. 2nd Edition.
Gl 8vo. 3s.

~— PRACTICAL METALLURGY AND ASSAYING.

and Edit. Globe 8vo. 6s,
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WHITE (Gilbert).—NATURAL HISTORY AND
IQUITIES OF SELBORNE. Ed. by Frank
BuckLaND., With a Chapter on Antiquities
by the Eun. OF SELBORNE. Cr.8vo. 6s.
= Edited b 61 J. BurRrouGHS. 2 vols. Cr.
8vo. 108.

WRIGHT (M. O.).—BIrpcrAFT. Ex. cr.
8vo. 125, 64. net.
WATURAL PHILOSOPHY. (Se¢s Puvsics.)

NAVAL SCIENCE AND HISTORY.

DELBOS (L.).—LecTurREs MARrRITIMES. Cr.
8vo. 2s. net.

—— SEA STORIES FOR FRENCH COMPOSITION.
Fcp. 8vo. as. net.

FLAGG (A. T.).—PrRIMER OF NAVIGATION.
Pott 8vo. 1s.

GOW (W.).—MARINE INSURANCE. Globe
8vo. ¢s.6d.

KELVIN (Lord).—PoPULAR LECTURES AND
Appxesses.—Vol. III. NawvicaTion. Cr.
8vo. 7s.6d.

NORWAY (A. H.).—HisTory oF THE PosT
OFFICE PACKET SERVICE, 1793—1815 Illus-
trated. Cr. 8vo. 8s.6d. ni

ROBINSON (Rev. J. L. —Eumsm‘s oF
MARINE SURVEYING. Kor Junior Naval
Oﬁ&rs Illustrated. and Edit. Cr. 8vo.
74,

SHORTLAND (Admiral).—NavuTiCAL SUR-
VEVING. Bvo. 21s.

WILLIAMS(H. Bm'r.«m s NavaL PowER.
Cr. 8vo. 4s.

NOVELS. (Su Pnos: FICTION, p. 21.)

NURSING.
(See under DomesTic EcoNomy, p. 9.)

OPTIOS (or LIGHT). (See PHysiCS, p. 34.)
PAINTING. (See ArT, p. 2.)
PATHOLOQY. (Se¢ MEDICINE, p. 28.)

PERIODICALS.

AMERICAN HISTORICALREVIEW. (Ses
HisTorv.)

AMERICAN JOURNALOFPHILOLOGY,
THE. (See PHILOLOGY.)

BRAIN. (Se¢c MEDICINE.)

CANTERBURY DIOCESAN GAZETTE.
Monthly. 8vo. 2d.

CEN}‘}JRY MAGAZINE. Monthly. 8vo.
18,

ECONOMIC JOURNAL, THE. (Ss¢ Po-
rrricaL EcoNomy.)

ECONOMICS, THE QUARTERLY JOUR-

AL OF. (See PoLiTicAL EcoNomY.)

KELLEN[C STUDIES, THE JOURNAL
OF. Published alf Yearly from 1880. 8vo.

.. or 155, net.
The J Q wglbewfd:‘tluduudm
to Lllranu wishing to mbsal‘b:,
il. Information on this point, and
obuukoﬁ

the conditionsof Mem ,my
on application to the H.
Macmillan,ag, Bedford treet. Ganhn.

JEWISH QUARTERLY REVIEW. Edited
by I. ABRAHAMS and C. G. MONTEFIORE-
Bvo 3. 6d.
LEPROSY INVESTIGATION COMMIT-
TEE, JOURNAL OF. (Se¢ MEDICINE.)
MACMILLAN’'S MAGAZINE. Published
Monthly. 1:.—Hnlf-ley Vols. 7s. 6d.
each. [Cloth covers for binding, zs. .)
MATHEMATICAL GAZETTE, THE. (Se¢e
MATHEMATICS.)

NATURE: A WEEKLY Ix.ws-rnm Joun-
NAL OF SCIENCE. Published every 61
Price 6d. Monthly Pa.rts, and u

Current Half-yearly vols., 15s. each.

for binding vols. 1, 6d. ach ]
PHILOLOGY, THE JOURNAL OF. (Ses
PHILOLOGY.)

PHYSICAL REVIEW, THE. (S¢¢ Prvsics.)

PSYCHOLOGICAL REVIEW, THE. (See
PsvYCHOLOGY.)

RECORD OF TECHNICAL AND SE.
CONDARY EDUCATION. (Se¢ Epu-
CATION, p. 10.)

ST. NICHOLAS MAGAZINE. Monthly.

8vo. 1s.
PHILOLOGY.

AMERICAN JOURNALOFPHILOLOGY,
THE. Edited by Prof. BasiL L. GILDER-
SLEEVE. 45.6d. each No. (quarterly).

CORNELL UNIVERSITY STUDIES IN
CLASSICAL PHILOLOGY. Edited by

L. FLaAGG, . HALE, and B. I, WHEELER.
1. THE C U M-CoNSTRUCTIONS : their His.
tory and Functions. Part I. Critical. 1s.8d.
pet Part II. Constructive By W. G.

25, 4d. net.—I1. ANALOGY AND THR
ScoPE OF 1TS APPLICATION IN LANGUAGE.
By B. 1. WHEELER 1s.3d. net.

EMERSON (O. F.).—HisTory oF THE ENG-
LISH LANGUAGE. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

GILES (P.).—A MaNvAL OF COMPARATIVE
PHILOLOGY FOR CLAssIiCAL STUDENTS. Cr.
8vo. 10s.

JOURNAL Ol" SACRED AND CLASSI-
CALPHILOLOGY. 4 vols. 8vo. 125.6d.each.

JOURNAL OF PHILOLOGY. New Series.

W. A. WrigaTr M.A., 1. By.
mrrn, A., and H. Jackson, M.A,
4. 6d. each No. (half-yearly).

KELLNER (Dr. L.).— Historica. Our-
LINES IN ENGLISH SYNTAX. Revised by L.
KeLLNER and H. BRADLEY. Globe 8vo. 6s.

MACLEAN (G. E.).—AN OLD AND MIDDLE-
ENGLISH READER. Cr. 8vo. 8s. net.

MORRIS (Rev. Richard, LL.D.).—PriMER
oF ENGLISH GRAMMAR. Pott 8vo. 1s.

—— ELEMENTARY LEssonNs IN HisToricar
ENGLISH GRAMMAR. Pott 8vo. 2s. 6d.

—— HisToricaL OUTLINES oF ENGLISH Ac-
CIDENCE. Revised by L. KxLLNER and H.
Braprev. Gl 8vo. 6s.

MORRIS (R.) and BOWEN (H C.).—Eua-
LisH GRAMMAR ExErcisgs. Pott 8vo.

OLIPHANT (T. L. Kington). — Tux OI.D

aND MmopLE EnGLIsH. Globe 8vo. gs.

— Tus New ExGLisH. 2vols. Cr.8vo. s1s.

PEILE (Jobn). —A PriuER or PHILOLOGW

Pott 8vo. 1s.
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VENN (Rev. John).—THE LoGIC oF CHANCE.
and Edit. Cr. 8vo. 10s.

—— S¥msoLic Logic. znd Ed. Cr. 8vo. ros.6d.

—— THE PriNCIPLES oF EMPIgICAL OR IN-
DUCTIVE Logic. 8vo. 18s.

Psychology. .
BALDWIN (Prof. J. M.).—HanDBOOK OF

PsvcHOLOGY : Senses and Intellect. 8vo.
8s. 6d. net.
~—— FEELING AND WILL. 8vo. 8s. 6d. net.

= ELEMENTSOF PsYCHOLOGY. Cr.8vo. 75.6d.

—— MENTAL DEVELOPMENT IN THE CHILD
AND THE RACE. 8vo. 10s. net.

CALDERWOOD (Prof. H.). — Tux RELA-
TIONS oF MIND AND BRAIN, 3rd Ed. 8vo. 8s.

CATTELL (J. McK.). — EXPERIMENTAL
PsvCHOLOGY. [In the Press.

CLIFFORD (W. K.).—SEEING AND THINK-
ING. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.

HOFFDING (Prof, H.).—OUTLINES OF Psv-
cHoLoGY. Transl by M. E. LownbpEs.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

JAMES (Prof. William).—THE PRINCIPLES OF
PsYCHOLOGY. 2 vols. Demy 8vo. 1zss. net.

~—— TExT-Book or PsvcHoLoGY. Cr. 8vo.
7s. net.

JARDINE (Rev. Robert).—THg ELEMENTS
or THE PsvcHoLoGY oF COGNITION. 3rd
Edit. Cr. 8vo.

McCOSH (Rev. Dr.).—PsvcHoLoGy. Cr. 8vo.
I. Tue CoGNITIVE PowERs. 6s.6d4.—II.
THE MoTIvE POWERS.

—— THE EMOTIONS. 8vo. 95,

MAUDSLEY (Dr. Henry).—THE PHYSIOLOGY
or Minp. . 8vo. 108,

=——— THE PATHOLOGY OF MIND. 8vo. 1s5s.met.

= BoDY AND MIND. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 64,

MURPHY (g . EL.I).—-HABIT AND INTELLI-
GENCE. 2n t. Illustrated. 8vo. 16s.

PSYCHOLOGICAL REVIEW, THE. Ed.
by J. M. CarteLL and J. M. BALDWIN,
8vo. 3s.net. Annual Subscription, 16s.6d. net.

PHOTOGRAPHY.

MELDOLA (Prof. R.).—THE CHEMISTRY OF
PHOTOGRAPHY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

PHYSICS OR NATURAL PHILOSOPHY.
General—E lctricity and Magnetism—
Heat, Light, and Sownd.

General.

ANDREWS (Dr. Thomas): THE SCIENTIFIC
PAPERS OF THE LATE. With a Memoir by
Profs. TaiT and CRum BrROwN. 8vo. 18s.

BARKER (G. F.).—PHysICS: ADVANCED

URSE. 8vo. 21s.

DANIELL (A.).—A TexT-BoOoK OF THE
PrINCIPLES OF PHysics. Illustrated. 3rd
Edit. Med. 8vo. 3ar1s.

= PHYSICS FOR STUDENTS OF MEDICINE.
Fcp. 8vo. 4s.6d.

EARL(A).—PracricaL LESSONS IN PHYSICAL
MEASUREMENT. Cr. 8vo. ss.

EVERETT (Prof. J. D.).—THE C.G. S. Svs-
TEM OoF UNITs, wiTh TaBLES OoF PHvsicaL
ConsTANTS. New Edit. Globe 8vo. 58

FESSENDEN (C.).—ELEMENTS OF PHVSICS.
Fcp. 8vo. 3s.

FISHER (Rev. Osmond).—PHYSICS OF THS
EarTH's CRUST. 2nd Edit. 8vo. 12s.

GEE (W.). —SHORT STUDIES IN NATURE
KNOowLEDGE. Globe 8vo. 3s. 6d.

GORDON (H.)—PRACTICAL SCIENCE. Part
1. Pott8vo. 1s. [Partl. in the Press.

GREGORY (R. A).—ELEMENTARY Prac-
TICAL PHvsICS. 4to. 2s. 6d.

GUILLEMIN (Amédée).—THE FORCES OF
NATURE. A Popular Introduction to the
Study of Physical Phenomena. 455 Wood-
cuts. Rcy. 8vo. a1s.

HUXLEY (T. H.).—INTRODUCTORY PRIMER
or ScIENCE. Pott 8vo. 1s.

KELVIN (Lord).—PoPULAR LECTURES AND
ApDRrEssgs.—Vol. I. CoNsTiTUTION OF
MATTER. Cr. 8vo. 7s.6d.

KEMPE (A. B.).—HoOw TO DRAW A STRAIGHT
Ling. Cr. 8vo. 1s.

LOEWY (B.).—QuesTIONS AND ExamrrLss
IN ExpERIMENTAL PHysICs, SounD, Li1GHT,
HeaT, ELECTRICITY, AND MAGNETISM.
¥Fep. 8vo. 2.

—— A GrapuaTED COURSE OF NaTumaL
Science. Partl. Gl.8vo. 2s.—PartIl. 2s.6d.

LOUDON (W. J.) and Mc LENNAN
(J. C.).—LABORATORY COURSE IN EXPERI-
MENTAL PHvsIcs. 8vo. 8s.64. net.

MOLLOY (Rev. G.).—GLEANINGS IN Sc1-
ENCE: A Series of Popular Lectures on
Scientific Subjects. 8vo. 7s. 64.

NICHOLS (E. L.).—LABORATORY MANUAL
oF PHysics AND ApPLIED ELECTRICITY.
Vol. I. Junior CoURSE IN GENERAL Prv.
sICS. ith Tables. 8vo, 12s. 64. net.—
Vol. II. SEN1OR COURSES. 125. 6. net.

NICHOLS (E. L.) and FRANKLIN (W. S.).
ELEMENTS oF PHysics. Vol. I. MECHANICS
AND HEAT. 8vo. 6s. net.

PHYSICAL REVIEW, THE. Edited by
E. L. NicioLs and MEeRrriTT. Bi-
Monthly. 8vo. 3s. net.

SCHUSTER(A.)and LEES (C. H.).—INTER-
MEDIATE CLass Book 1IN PHysics. Gl 8vo.

[ the Press.

STEWART (Prof. Balfour). — A PrIMER OF
Puysics. Illustrated. Pott 8vo. 1s.

—— LEssoNs IN ELEMENTARY Puyvsics. Illus.
trated. Fcp. 8vo. ¢s. 64,

~—— QUESTIONS ON THE SAME. By T. H.
Core. Pott 8vo. 2.

STEWART (Prof. Baltour) and GEE (W. W,
Haldane).—LEssONS IN ELEMENTARY PRAC-
TicAL PHYsICS. Illustrated. —GENERAL Puy.
SICAL ProcEssEs. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

TAIT (Prof. P. G.).—LECTURES ON SOMB
RECENT ADVANCES IN PHYSICAL SCIENCE.
3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. os.

Electricity and Magnetism.

CUMMING (Linnzus).—AN INTRODUCTION
70 ELECTRICITY. 4th Ed. Cr. 8vo. 8564

DAY (R. E.).—ELECTRIC LIGHT ARITHMETIC,
Pott 8vo. 2s.
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FAWCETT (Henry). —SPEECHES ON SOME
CURRENT POLITICAL QUESTIONS. 8vo,
108. 6d.

——— FREE TRADE AND PrOTECTION. 6th
Edit. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.

FAWCEPT (Henry and Mrs. H.).—Essays
AND URES ON POLITICAL AND SOCIAL
SuBJECTS. 8vo. 10s. 64.

FISKE (John).—AMERICAN PoLiTicAL IDEAS
VIEWED FROM THE STAND-POINT OF UNI-
vERsAL HisTorv. Cr. 8vo. 4s.

= CiviL GOVERNMENT IN THE UNITED
STATES CONSIDERED WITH SOME REFERENCE
70 1Ts ORIGIN. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 64.

FREEMAN (E. A.).—DISESTABLISHMENT
AND DISENDOWMENT. WHAT ARE THEY!
4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 1s.

—— THE GROWTH OF THE ENGLISH CoNsTI-
TuTION. sth Edit. Cr. 8vo.

HILL (Florence D.).—CHILDREN OF THE
STATE. Edited by FANNY Fowke. Crown
8vo. 3s.6d.

HILL (Octavia),—Qur ComMON LAND, AND
OTHER Essavs. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

HOLLAND (Prof. T. E.).—THE TREATY RB-
LATIONS OF Russia AND TURKEY, FROM
1774 TO 1853. Cr. 8vo. 2s.

JENKS (Prof. Edward).—THE GOVERNMENT
OF VICTORIA (AUSTRALIA). 8vo. 148,

JEPHSON (H.).—THE PLATFORM: ITS RisB
AND PROGRESS. 3 vols. 8vo. ars.

LOWELL (J. R.). (See CoLLECTED WORKS.)

LUBBOCK (Sir]J.). (See CoLLECTED WORKS.)

MACKNIGHT(J.).—ULSTER ASITIS. 2vols.
8vo. =zi1s. net.

MATHEW(E. ].)-REPRESENTATIVE GOVERN-
MENT. Gl 8vo. 1s.

PALGRAVE (W. G\ﬂ'ord). Essavs ow
EASTERN QUESTIONS. 8vo. 105. 64,

PARKIN (G. R.).—IMPERIAL FEDERATION.
Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d.

—— THE GrREAT DOMINION, STUDIES IN
CaNADA. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

POLLOCK (Sir F., Bart.).—INTRODUCTION
T0 THE HISTORY OF THE SCIENCE OF
Porrtics. Cr. 8vo. 2s.6d.

«—— LEADING CASES DONE INTO ENGLISH.
Crown 8vo 3. 6d.

PRACTICAL POLITICS. 8vo. 6s.

ROGERS (Prof. J. E. T.).—CoBDEN AND
PorrticaL OPINION. 8vo. z0s. 6d.

ROUTLEDGE (Jas.).—PoPuLAR PROGRESS
IN ENGLAND. 8vo. 16s.

RUSSELL (Sir Charles).—NEw Vigws oN
IRELAND, Cr. 8vo, a2s.6d.

== THE PARNELL CommissioN : THr OPEN.
ING SPEECH FOR THE DEFENCE. 8vo. 10s. 6d.
—Popular Edition. Sewed. as.

SEELEY (Sir J. R).—INTRODUCTION TO
PoriTicaL ScIENCE. Gl. 8vo. ss.

SIDGWICK (Prof. Henry).—THE ELEMENTS
or PorLiTics. 8vo. 144. net.

SMITH (Goldwin).—CANADA AND THE CANA-
DIAN QUESTION. 8vo. 8s. net.

e THE UNITED STATES, 1492—1871. Cr.
8vo. 8s.6d.

STATESMAN'S YEAR-BOOK, THE. (Se¢s
wnder STATISTICS.)

STATHAM (R.).—
BriTisH. Cr. 8vo.

STRACHEY (J. St. L.).—THE Empire. Gl
8vo. 1s.6d.

THORNTON (W.T.).--A PLEA FOR PEASANT
ProPriETORS. New Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7. 6d.

—— INDIAN PuBLIC WORKS, AND COGNATE
INDI1AN Torics. Cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d.

TRENCH (Capt. F.).—THE Russo-INDIAN
QuEesTION. Cr. 8vo. 7s.6d.

WALLACE (Slr Donald M.).—EGveT AND
THE EGYPTIAN QUESTION. 8vo. 148

PRYCHOLOGY.

(S¢e under PHILOSOPHY, p. 33.)
S8CULPTURB. (Ses ArT.)
SOCIAL ECONOMY.
BARNETT(E. A.).—TRAINING OF GIRLS FOR

Work. Gl 8vo. 2s. 6.

BOOTH (C..—A PiCTURE OF PAUPERISM.
Cr. 8vo. s55.—Cheap Edit. 8vo. Swd.,
—— LiFE AND LABOUR OF THE PEOPLE OF
LonpoN. Vols. I.-1V. Cr. 8vo, 3s.6d.each.—
Vols. V. V1. and VILI., 7s. 6. net each vol.—

Maps to illustrate the above. ;:.

HE AGED PoorR IN ENGLAND AND
WaLes—ConDaTiON. Ext. crowr 8vo.
8s. 6d. net.

BOSANQUET(B.).—ASPECTS OF THE SOCIAL
ProsLEM. By Various WriTErs. Ed. by
B. BosaNQUET. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 64. net.

DRAGE (G.).—THE UngmrLOYED. Cr. 8vo.
3. 6d. net.

DYER(H.).—THE EvoLUTION OF INDUSTRY.
8vo. 1os. met.

FAWCETT (H.and Mrs. H.). (Ses PoLITICS.)

GIDDINGS (F. H.).—PRINCIPLES OF S0OCIO-
LOGY. 8vo. 12s, 6d. net.

GILMAN (N. P.). —SOCIALISM AND THE
AMERICAN SPIRIT. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

GOLDIE (J.). —THr Poor AND THEIR HarrI-
NEss Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. net.

HILL (Octavia).—Homes oF THE Lonpom
Poor. Cr. 8vo, sewed. 1s.

HUXLEY (Prof. T. H..—SocIAL DisEasms
AND WorsE REMEDIES: Letters to the
“Times.” Cr.8vo. sewed. 1s. net.

JEVONS (W. Stanley).—METHODS OF SOCIAL
REFORM. 8vo. 10s. 6d.

KIDD (B.).—SociaL EvoruTioN. Cr. 8vo.
5. net.

MAYO-SMITH (R.). — STATISTICS AND
SocroLoGY. 8vo. 12s. 6d. net.

PEARSON (C. H.).—NaATiONAL LIFE AND
CHARACTER: A FORECAST. Cr.8vo, ss.net,

STANLEY (Hon. Maude). — Cr.uns FOR
WORKING GirLs. Cr. 8vo. 13s.6d.

SOUND. (Se¢ under PHVSICS, p. 34.)

BLacks, BOERS, aAND

SPORT.

BAKER (Sir Samuel W..—WiLp BrasTs
AND THEIR WaAyvs: REMINISCENCES oOF
EURrOPE, Asia, AFRICA, AMERICA, FROM
1845—88. Illustrated. Ext. cr. 8vo. 12s.6d.

CHASSERESSE(D ).—SPORTING SKETCHES.

ustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

CLARK (R.).—GoLr : A Royal and Ancient
Game, Small 4to. 8s. 64. net.












THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND-THE FATHERS. 4%

Heoly Communion—

THose HoLy MYSTERIES. By Rev. J.C. P.
ALpDOUS. 16mo. 1s. net.

THE COMMUNION SKRVICE FROM THE Boox
or Common PRAVER. With Select Read-
“gs from the Writings of the Rev. F. D.

AURICE. Edited b&Blshop CoLeNnsO.

6th Edit. 16mo. as.
Bxrore THE TABLE : An Inquiry, Historical
mnmz tha

Devotional Books.

EASTLAKE (Lady). —FELLOWSHIP: LET-
TERS ADDRESSED TO MY SISTER-MOURNERS. .
Cr. 8vo. 2s.6d.

IMITATIO CHRISTI. Libri IV. Printed.
In Borders after Holbein, Diirer, a.nd other
old Masters, containing Dances of
Acts of Mercy, Emblems, etc. Cr.8vo. 7s. 64'

KINGSLEY (Charles).—OuT oF THE DEEP ::
WORDS FOR THE SORROWFUL. From the

and Theological, into the
Consecration Rubric in
Service of the Church of Enghnd. By
Very Rev. J. S. Howson. 8vo. 7s.6d.

FirsT ComMUNION. With Prayers and De-
votions for the newly Confirmed. By Rev.
Canon MACLEAR. 32mo. 6d.

A ManuAaL oF INSTRUCTION FOR CONFIR-
MATION AND First CoMmuNION. With
Prayers and Devotions. By the same,
3amo. as.

LZitwrgy—

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE CRBEDS. 6'1
Rev. Canon MacLEAR. Pott 8vo. 3s.
AN INTRODUCTION TO THE ARTICLES OF
THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. By Rev. G. F.
MacLear and Rev. W. W. WiLLIAMS.

Cr. 8vo. 108, 6d.

A History or THE Boox or Common
PravErR. By Rev F. ProcTEr. 18th
Edit. Cr. 8vo. 10s. 6d.

AN ELEMENTAY INTRODUCTION TO THR
Boox or Common PravEr. By Rev. F.
ProcTErR and Rev. Canon MAcCLEAR.
Pott 8vo. 2s. 64.

T'WELVE DISCOURSES ON SUBJECTS CON-
NECTED WiTH THE LITURGY AND WoOR-
sHIP OF THE CHURCH or EnGLAND. By
Very Rev. C. J. VauGHAN. Fcp. 8vo. 6s.

A COMPANION TO THE LECTIONARY. a
Rev. W. BEnuam, B.D. Cr. 8vo. 4s.

RxAD AND OTHERS v. THE LoRD BisHor or
LincoLN. JupGMENT, Nov. a1, 1890.
Edit. 8vo. as. net.

Historical and Biographical—,

THE OxroRD MOVEMENT, 1833—4s. By
DEeAN CHURCH. Gl. 8vo. ss.

THE LireE AND LETTERS OF R. W. CHURCH,
late Dean of St. Paul’s. 8vo. 7s. 6d.

JaMEs FRASER, Second Bishop of Manches-
ter. A Memoir. 18:8—188s. By THOMAS
HucHes, Q.C. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Tue Lire or Freperick DenisoN Mau-
RrICE. Chiefly told in his own letters.
!l;ylns Son, FrepERICK MAURICE. With

ortraits. In 2 vols. 2nd Edlt. 8vo, 36s.
Cheap Edit. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 16s.

LarE OF ARCHIBALD CAMPBELL TarT, Arch-
bishop of Canterbury. By the Bisnor or
WincHESTER and W. BENnaM, B.D. With
Portraits. 3rd Ed. 2vols. Cr. 8vo. os.net.

WILLIAM GEORGE WARD awr THE OXFORD
MoOVEMENT. By W. Warp. Portrait.
8vo. 145,

WiLLIAM GEORGE WARD AND THE CATHO
Lic RevivaL. By the Same. 8vo. 14s.

C;NTERBUR‘IDIOCESAN GAzETTE. Monthly.

vo,

Jewisu QuarTERLY REVIEW. Edited by 1.
ABRAHAMS and MONTEFIORE.
Demy 8vo. 3s. 6d.

Writings of CHARLEs KinGsLEY. Ext. fcp.
8vo. 3s.6d.

~— DALy THoUGHTs. Selected from the
Writings of CHARLES KiNGsLEY. By His
Wire. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

~ FroM DEATH TO LIFE. anmenu off
Teaching to a Village Congre;
by His Wire. Fcp. 8vo. 2s.

‘MACLEAR (Rev. Canon).—A MANUAI. or
INSTRUCTION FOR CONFIRMATION AND
FirsT COMMUNION, WITH PRAYERS AND
DEVOTIONS. 32mo. 25,

—— Tur Hour or Sorrow; or, The Office-
for the Burial of the Dead. 32mo. as.

MAURICE (F. D.).—Lgrssons or Horm.
Readings from the Works of F. D. MAURICE.
Selected by Rev. J. LL. Davies, M.A. Cr.-

5.
RAYS OF SUNLIGHT FOR DARK DAYS.
ith a Preface by Very Rev. C. J. VAuGHAN.
D.D. New Edition. Pott 8yo. 3. 6d.

SERVICE (Rev. J.).—PRAYERS For PuBLIC.
WorsHip. Cr. 8vo. 4s.

THE WORSHIP OF GOD AND FEL-
LOWSHIP AMONG_ MEN. By Prof.
MAURICE and others. Fcp. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

WELBY-GREGORY (Hon. hdy).—l.mn-
aAND CLuEs. and Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WESTCOTT (Rt. Rev. Bishop).—THOUGHTS
ON REVELATION AND LIFE. Selections from
the Writings of Bishop WesrcoTT.
by Rev. S. PuiLrips. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WILBRAHAM (Francis M.).—IN THE SERB
AND YELLOW 7y : THOUGHTS AND Rm-
COLLECTIONS FOR OLD AND YOUNG. Globe
8vo. 3s.6d.

The Fathers.
DONALDSON (Prof. james).—THn Aros-—
ToLic FaThERs. A Critical Account of thelr
Genuine Writings, lnd of their Doctrines.
snd Edit. . 8vo. 78,
Works of the Gmk aadLam Fathers:
'.l‘nthAros'rouc Fu'uns. Revued Texts,.

Not
and Translations. ByBuh
—Part 1. ST, Cu:umrr or Rom=e. 2 vols,
8vo. 2as.—Part II. ST. IGNATIUS TO ST..
POLYCARP. 3voh. and Edit. 8vo. 48s.

Tue ArostoLic FAThERs. Al i‘du.
With Short Iutroductions, Greek Text, and
English Translation. By same. 8vo. 36s.

INDEX orF NOTEWORTHY WORDS AND-
PHRASES FOUND IN THE CLEMENTINE
WRITINGS. 8vo.

Six LECTURES ON THE ANTE-NICENE-
FA';;ERS By F. J. A. HorT. Cr. 8vo..

Tnsl: EpisTLE oF ST. BARNABAS. Its Date
Anthonhl‘) With dGreek Text, Latin

LlGH’l'roo‘r

el

B .
Rev. W, Cunmum-mu Cr. Bvo. ::.61
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COOKE (Josiah P., jun.).—RELIGION AND
CHEMISTRY. Cr. 8vo. 7.6d.

— Tue CREDENTIALS OF SCIENCE, THE
WARRANT OF FAITH. 8vo. B8s.6d. net.

CORNISH (F.).—Week By WeEk. Fcap.
8vo. 3s.

COTTON (Bishop).—SERMONS PREACHED TO
ENGLISH CONGREGATIONS IN INDIA. Cr.
8vo. 7s.6d.

CUNNINGHAM (Rev. W.). — CHRISTIAN
CIVILISATION, WITH SPECIAL REFERENCE
to INDIA. Cr. 8vo. ss.

CURTEIS (Rev: G. H.).—THE SCIENTIFIC
OBSTACLES TO CHRISTIAN BeLiEr. The
Boyle Lectures, 1884. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

DAVIES (Rev. ]‘I Llewelyn).—THE GospEL
AND MopEerN LirE. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s.

—— SociAL QUESTIONS FROM THE POINT OF
ViEw or CHRISTIAN THEOLOGY. Cr.8vo, 6s.

—— WARNINGS AGAINST SUPERSTITION. Ext.
fcp. 8vo. 2s. 6d.

—— TuECHRISTIANCALLING. Ext.fp.8vo. 63.

—— ORDER AND GROWTH AS INVOLVED mv
THE SPIRITUAL CONSTITUTION oF HUMAN

SocieTy. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.
«— BaPTISM, CONFIRMATION, AND THE
Lory's SUPPER. Addresses. Pott 8vo. 1s.

DAVIDSON (Bp.).—CHARGE DELIVERED TO
THE CLERGY OF THE DIOCESE OF ROCHES-
TER, 1894. 8vo, sewed. 2s. met.

DAVIES (W.).—THE PILGRIM OF THE INFI-
NITE. Fcp. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

DIGGLE (Rev. J. W.).—GODLINESS AND
ManLingss. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

DRUMMOND (Prof. Jas.).—INTRODUCTION
o THE STUDY OF THEOLOGY. Cr.8vo. 83,

DU BOSE (W. P.).—THE SOTERIOLOGY OF
rueE NEw TESTAMENT. Cr. 8vo. 7¢.

ELLERTON (Rev. John).—Tue HoLixst
MANHOOD, AND ITS LEssons ror Busy
Lives. Cr.8vo. 6s.

FAITH AND CONDUCT: An Essay ox
VERIFIABLE RELIGION. Cr. 8vo. 17s.6d.
FARRAR (Ven. Archdeacon).—Works. Uni-

form Edition. Cr.8vo. 3s. 6d. each.
SEEKERS AFTER GOD.
ETerNnaL Hore. Westminster Abbey

Sermons.
Tus FALL or MAN: and otber Sermons.
Tue WiTness or HisTory To CHRIST
Hulsean Lectures, 1870.
‘THE SILENCE AND VoICES OF GOD. Sermons.
In THE Davs or Tuy YouTH. Marlborough
College Sermons
SAINTLY WORKERS. Five Lenten Lectures.
EPuPHATHA } or, The Amelioration of the
MERCY AND jumum'r. [World.
SERMONS AND ADDRESSES DELIVERED IN
AMERICA.
e— THE HISTORY OF INTBRPRETATION.
Bampton Lectures, 188s. 8vo. 16s.
FISKE (John).—MaN's DESTINY VIEWED IN
THE LIGHT oF HIS ORIGIN. Cr.8vo. 31 6d.
FORBES (Rev. Granville)—Tus Voics o»
Gob I~ THE PsaLms. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d.
FOWLE (Rev. T. W.).—A NEwW ANALOGY
BETWEEN REVEALED RELIGION AND THS®
Course AND CONSTITUTION OF NATURE.
Cr 8vo. 6s.

FOXELL (W. J.).—GoD’s GARDEN, SUNDAY
Tarxs wiTh Bovs, Gl. 8vo. 3s.6d.

FRASER (Bishop).—SerMons. Edited by
Jonn W. DIGGLE. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 6s. each.

GLOVER (E.). —MEeMoRriALS OF. By G.
GLOVER. Cr. 8vo. 3s. net.

GRANE (W. L..—TuE WORD AND THE
Wayv. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

HARE (Julius Charles).—THE MissioN oF
THE COMFORTER. ew KEdition. i
by Dean PLumpTRB. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d.

HAMILTON (John).—On TruTH AND ERROR.

. 8vo, 58,

—_— Annu'r:'s SEAT; or, The Church of the
Banned. Cr. 8vo. 6s

—— ABoVE AND AROUND : Thoughts on God
and Man. 1amo. 2s.

HARDWICK (Archdeacon). —CHRIST AND
OTHER MASTERs. 6th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 10s.6d.

HARRIS (Rev. G. C.).—SERMONS. With a
Memoir bv C. M. YoNGE. Ext.fcp. 8vo. 6s.

HORT (F. J. A.)—THE WAY, THE TRUTH,
TuE LirE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

—— JUDAISTIC CHRISTIANITY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

HUGHES (T.).—MANLINESS OF CHRIST.
and Edit. Fcp. 8vo. 3s.6d.

HUTTON (R. H.). (Seep. 26.)

HYDE (W. de W,).—OUTLINES OF SociaL
TugoLoGY. Cr. 8vo.

ILLINGWORTH (Rev. (! R.).—SERMONS
PREACHED IN A CoLLEGE CHAPEL. Cr.8vo. 5.

—— UNIVERSITY AND CATHEDRAL SERMONS.
Crown 8vo. ss.

—— PersoNALITY, HuMaNn, AND DivINE.
Crown 8vo.

JACOB (Rev. J. A.).—BUILDING IN SILENCE}
and other Sermons. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s.

JAMES (Rev. Herbert). — THE COUNTRY

RGVMAN AND HIS Work. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

JEANS (Rev. G. E.).—HAILEVBURY CHAPEL!
and other Sermons. Fcp. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

JELLETT (Rev. Dr.)—Tue ELDER Som:
and other Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

—— Tz Erricacy or Praver. Cr.8vo. ss.

KELLOGG (Rev. §. H.).—Tug LiGaT oF
ASIA AND THB LIGHT or THE WorLp. Cr.
8vo. 7s. 6d.

—— GENBsIS AND GROWTH OF RELIGION.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

KELLY (E ). — EvoLuTioN AND EFFORT.
Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. net.

KINGSLEY (Charles). (Se¢ CoLLECTED
WoRkKs, p. 26.)

KIRKPATRICK (Prof.).—THE Dvine Li-
BRARY OF THE OLD TESTAMENT. Cr. 8vo,
3¢. net.

—— DocTRINE OF THE PROPHETS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
KYNASTON (Rev. Herbert, D.D.).—CHEL-
rENHAM COLLEGE SERMONS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
LEGGE (A.0.).—Tux GrowtH or THE TEM-

PORAL POWER OF THE PaPacY. Cr.8vo. 85.6d.

LIGHTFOOT (Bishop).—LEADERS IN THE
NoORTHERN CHURCH : Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 6.

—— ORDINATION ADDRESSES AND COUNSELS
70 CLERGY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

—— CAMBRIDGE SERMONS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
—— SERMONS PREACHED IN ST. PauL’s
CaTHEDRAL. Cr. 8vo. 6s. :
—— SERMONSON SPECIAL OCCASIONS. 8vo. 68

—— A CHARGE DELIVERED TO THE
or THE D10ocEsE or DurRHAM, 1886, 8vo. 22
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STEWART (Prof. Balfour) and TAIT (Prof.
P. G.).—THE UnsEeEN UNIVERSE, OR PHY-

sIcAL SPECULATIONS ON A FUTURE STATB.
tsth Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

—— PARADOXICAL PHILOSOPHY : A Sequel to
the above. . 8vo. 75,

STUBBS (Dean).—For Curist aANDp CITY.
Sermons and Addresses. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

—— ** CHRIsSTUS IMPERATOR:!"” A Series of
Lecture-Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

TAIT (Archbp.).—Tug PreseNT CONDITION
or THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND.
Visitation Charge. 3rd Edit. 8vo. 3s.6d.

-_— Du‘rms OF THE Cuuncu or ENGLAND.

d Visi 8vo. 4s. 6d.

—_— THB CHURCH OF THE Fu-rulm. Quad-
rennial Visitation Charges. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

TAYLOR (Isaac).—THE RESTORATION OF
BeLIEF. Cr. 8vo. 8s.

TEMPLE (Frederick, Bishop of London).—
SERMONS PREACHED IN THE CHAPEL oF
RuGBY ScHoOL. Second Series. Ex. fcp. 8vo.
6s. Third Series 4thEdit. Ext.fcp. 8vo. 6s.

—— THE RELATIONS BETWEEN RELIGION
AND ScIENCE. Bampton Lectures, 1884.
7th and Cheaper Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

TRENCH (Archbishop). — THe HouLszam
LECTURES FOR 1845—6. 8vo. 7s.6d.

TULLOCH (Principal).—THE CHRIST OF THR
GosPELS AND THE CHRIST OoF MODERN
Criticism. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 4s. 6d.

VAUGHAN (C. J., Dean ot Landaff).—Mg-
MORIALS OF HARROW SUNDAYS. 8vo. 108.6d,

= EPIPHANY,LENT,AND EASTER. 8v0.108.6d.

—— HEROERs OF FaIrTH. 2nd Edit. Cr.8vo. 68

—— LirFe's Work AND Gop's DISCIPLINE.
Ext. fcp. 8vo. 2s. 6d.

—— THE Wnowsonz Woms or les
CurisT. 2nd Edit. 38

—— FoErsoF FAITH. anchdlb Fcp.Bvo. 348.6d.

—— CHRIST SATISFYING THB INSTINCTS OF
HumaniTY. 2nd Edit. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 3s.6d.

-T CouNsELS FO4 YOUNG STUDENTS. Fcp.
VO, 28.

—— THE Two GREAT [EMPTATIONS. snd
Edit. Fcp. 8vo. 3s.6d.

—— ADDRESSES FOR YOUNG CLERGYMEN,
Ext fcp. 8vo. 43. 6d.

—_ Y Son Give Me THINE HEarT.”
Ext. fcp. 8vo. ss.

—— REST AwHILE. Addresses to Toilers in
the Ministry. Ext. fcp. 8vo. ss.

—— TEMPLE SERMONS. _Cr. 8vo. 108, 64,

e AUTHORISED OR SED !
Cr. 8vo. 7s.6d.

= LESSONS OF THE _ROSS AND PASSION}
Wonns rroM THE Cross; THE REIGN oF
Sin; THE Lorn’s Praver. Four
of Lent Lectures. Cr. 8vo. 10s. 64,

—— UN1vERsITY SERMONS, NEwW AND OLD.
Cr. 8vo. 10s.6d.

—— THE PRAVERS oF JEsus CHRIST. Globe
8vo. 3s.6d.

= DONCASTER SERMONS ; LESSONS or Lirs
AND GODLINESS ; Wonps FROM THE
rELS. Cr. 8vo. 1o0s. 6d.

«— NoTBEs FOR LECTURES ON CONFIRMA-
TION. 14th Edit. Fcp. 8vo. 15 64,

~— RESTFUL THOUGHTS IN RESTLESS TIMES.
Crown 8vo. ss.

= — LAST WoORDS IN THE TEMPLE CHURCH
Gl 8vo. ss.

VAUGHAN (Rev. D. g).-—Tx-u! PRESENT
TriAL oF FaITH, ss. (See p. 26.)
VAUGHAN (Rev. E. T )—SoME REASONS OP
oUR CHRISTIAN HorE. Hulsean Lectures
for 1875. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d.
VAUGHAN (Rev. Robert).—STONES FroM
THE QUARRY. Sermons. Cr. 8vo. ss.
VENN (Rev. John).—ON soME CHARACTER-
1sTICS OF BELIEF, SCIENTIFIC, AND Rm:-
LIGIOUS. Hulseanl.ectures. 1869. 8vo. 6s.6d.
WELLDON (Rev. J. E. C.).—THE SPIRITUAL
Lire: and other ns. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
WESTCOTT (Rt. Rev. B. F., Bishop of Dur-
bam).—ON THE RELIGIOUS OFFICE oF THE
UNIvERSITIES. Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d.
—— G1rTs FOR MINISTRY. Addressesto Can-
didates for Ordination. Cr. 8vo. 1s. 6d.
—— THE VIC10KY OF 'n-ur. Cross. Sermons
Preached in 1888. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d.

—— FROM STRENGTH TO STRENGTH. Three
Sermons(In Memoriam J. B.D.). Cr.8vo. 2s.
—— THE LATION OF THE RISEN LomrD.

4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

—— THuE Historic FAITH. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

—— THE GOSPEL OF THE RESURRECTIONM.
6th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

_l THGIS REVELATION OF THE FATHER. Cr.
vo. 6s.

= CHRISTUS CONSUMMATOR. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

—— SoME THOUGHTS FROM THE ORDINAL.
Cr. 8vo. 1s. 6d.

—— SociAL AspecTs oF CHrisTiANITY. Cr.
8vo, 6s.

—— THE GOSPEL OF LiFE. Cr. 8vo. 6.
—— Essavs IN THE HisTory or RELIGIOUS
THOUGHT IN THE WEST. Globe 8vo. ss.
~—— INCARNATION AND Common Lire. Cr.

8vo. gs.

WHITTUCK (C. A.).—CHURCH OF ENGLAND
AND NT RELIGIoUs THOUGHT. Cr.
8vo. 7s.

WICKHAM (Rev. E. C.).—Wnl.uua'ro-
CoLLEGE SERMONS. Cr. 8 6s.

WILKINS (Prof. A. S. ).—Tnn LiGHT oF THE
WorLD: An Essay. and Ed. Cr.8vo. 3s.6d,

WILLIAMSON (M. B).—TRUTH AND THE
Witness Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d.

WILLINK (A.).—THE WoORLD OF THE UN-
SEEN. Cr. 8vo. q:. 6d.

WILSON (J. M., Archd of Manch )
—SERMONS Pmcnzn 1IN CLIFTON COLLEGE
CHAPEL. 2nd Series, 1888—qo. Cr.8vo. 6s.

—— Essavs AND ADDREssES. Crown 8vo.
28. 6d net.

~—— SoMe CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE RELIGIOUS
THOUGHT OF OUR TIME. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

‘WOOD(C. J.).—SURVIVALS IN CHRISTIANITY,

wn 8vo. 6s.

WOOD (Rev. E. G..—THE REGAL Powmz
or THE CHURCH, 8vo. 4s.6d.

THERAPEUTICS. (Se¢e MEDICINE, p. 28.)

TRANSLATIONS,
Fyom the Gresk—From the Italian—Fyom the
Latin—Into Latin and Greck Verse.
From the Greek.

SPECIMENS OF GREEK TRAGEDY.
Transl. by GoLowiN Smiti, D.C.L. s vols,
GL 8vo. 105
















ZOOLOGY.

WILSON (E. B.) and LEAMING g‘;‘);—
ATLAS OF THE KARYOKINESIS OF THE M.
4to. 175, net.

Bntomology.
BADENOCH (L. N.).—Ronu-cl oF THR
InszcT WorLD, Cr. 8vo.

BUCKTON (G. B.)—l(omm or THE
BriTisH or TETTIGIDA. 3 vols.
4ss.net ; or in 8 Parts. 8s. each net.

—— NaTurAL HisTory oF ERisTALIS TENAX.
8vo. 8s. net.

LUBBOCK (Sir John).—'rin ORIGIN AND
MzuTaMORPHOSES OF INsECTS  Illustrated.
Cr. Bvo. 3s.6d.

MEYRICK (E.). — HANDBOOK OF BriTisE
LeriporTERA. Ex. cr. 8vo. 10s. 6d. net.

MIALL (L. C.). —NATURAL Hxs‘ron or
AquaTic INsECTS. . 8vo. 6s.

SCUDDER (S. H.).—FossiL Insxcrs or
NortH AMERICA. Map and Plates 2
vols. 4to. gos. net.

Ornithology.
OOUFS —Kxv 10 Ni AMERICAN
(Ellmu). s'ro ORTH

—Hmnnooxorl"mmm(}mm-
NITHOLOGY. Illustrated. 8vo. ros. met.

FOWLER(W. W.). (Se¢ NaTURAL Hisrorr.)

HEADLEY (F. W.).—STRUCTURE AND Lin
or Birps. Cr. 8vo. 7s.6d.

WHITE (Gilbert). (Se¢ NaTumaL Historv)
WRIGHT (M. O.). (See NATURAL Historr)
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